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INTRODUCTION. 


N  prefixing  the  following  remarks  to  the  present  edition  of 
“She  Stoops  to  Conquer,”  the  writer  has  purposely 
avoided  any  account  of  Oliver  Goldsmith’s  life  or  writings, 
or  any  detailed  criticism  on  the  comedy  itself,  but  has  rather  sought 
to  bring  to  the  notice  of  the  reader  certain  anecdotes  and  recollec¬ 
tions  connected  with  the  play  and  the  actors  who  have,  at  different 
periods,  appeared  in  the  piece ;  and  as  these  have  mainly  been  culled 
from  her  bookshelf,  the  critic  will,  it  is  trusted,  at  least  look  with  a 
kindly  eye  on  the  manner  in  which  all  have  been  strung  together. 
Much  has  been  left  out,  for  fear  of  fatiguing,  with  the  strong  hope 
that  what  remains  behind  will  not  bore.  The  original  dedication  to 
Dr.  Johnson  has  been  reprinted,  and  the  epilogue  written  by  Goldsmith 
himself  has  been  added. 

Goldsmith  doubtless  wrote  “  She  Stoops  to  Conquer”  in  1771,  for  in 
a  letter  of  his  to  Bennett  Langton,  dated  September  7th  of  that  year, 
he  writes  : — 

“  My  dear  Sir, 

“  Since  I  had  the  pleasure  of  seeing  you  last,  I  have  been 
almost  wholly  in  the  country,  at  a  farmer’s  house  quite  alone,  trying  to 
write  a  comedy.  It  is  now  finished,  but  when  or  how  it  will  be  acted,  or 
whether  it  will  be  acted  at  all,  are  questions  I  cannot  resolve. 

“  Every  soul  is  a  visiting  about  and  merry  but  myself.  And  that  is 
hard,  too,  as  I  have  been  trying  these  three  months  to  do  something  to 
make  people  laugh  .  .  .  .” 

The  farm-house  stood  on  a  gentle  eminence  in  what  is  called  Hyde 
Lane,  near  to  the  six-mile  stone  on  the  Edgware  Road,  and  he  occupied 
his  apartment  here  till  the  period  of  his  death,  though  still  preserving- 
his  chambers  in  the  Temple.  The  spot  was  well  chosen,  for  few  places 
near  a  great  metropolis  are  prettier.  From  the  commencement  of  the 
theatrical  season  1772-73  he  was  anxiously  endeavouring  to  procure  a 
representation  of  his  comedy,  and  in  the  first  instance,  it  was  placed 
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in  the  hands  of  Colman,  then  manager  of  Covent  Garden,  but,  after  a 
considerable  interval,  returned  by  him.  It  was  then  submitted  to 
Garrick,  v'ho  displayed  his  usual  aversion  to  give  a  plain  answer,  and 
neither  a  distinct  yea  or  nay  could  be  extracted  from  him.  In  this  state 
of  suspense  Dr.  Johnson  and  other  friends  of  the  author  again  inter¬ 
vened  with  Colman,  who,  after  urgent  solicitations,  yielded  reluctant 
assent  to  its  being  brought  forward  at  his  theatre.  It  may  be  in¬ 
teresting  here  to  insert  two  letters  from  Goldsmith  to  Garrick  and 
Colman,  without  date,  but  no  doubt  written  in  January  and  February 
of  1773. 

“  To  David  Garrick,  Esq. 

‘'Dear  Sir, 

“  I  ask  many  pardons  for  the  trouble  I  gave  you  yesterda3c 
Upon  more  mature  deliberation,  and  the  advice  of  a  sensible  friend,  I 
began  to  think  it  indelicate  in  me  to  throw  upon  you  the  odium  of  con¬ 
firming  Mr.  Colman’s  sentence.  I  therefore  request  you  will  send  mv 
pla}'’  back  by  my  servant,  for  having  been  assured  of  having  it  acted  at 
the  other  house,  though  I  confess  yours  in  ever}^  respect  more  to  m}' 
v/ish,  yet  it  would  be  folly  in  me  to  forego  an  advantage  which  lies  in 
m}'’  power  of  appealing  from  Mr.  Colman’s  opinion  to  the  judgment  of 
the  town.  I  entreat,  if  not  too  late,  you  will  keep  this  affair  a  secret  for 
some  time. 

“  I  am,  dear  Sir,  your  very  humble  Servant, 

“Oliver  Goldsmith.” 
“To  George  Colman,  Esq. 

“  Dear  Sir, 

“  I  entreat  you’ll  relieve  me  from  that  state  of  suspense  in  which 
I  have  been'kept  for  a  long  time.  AVhatever  objections  you  have  made 
or  shall  make  to  my  play  I  will  endeavour  to  remove,  and  not  argue 
about  them.  To  bring  in  any  new  judges,  either  of  its  merits  or  faults,  I 
can  never  submit  to.  Upon  a  former  occasion,  when  my  other  play  was 
before  Mr.  Garrick,  he  offered  to  bring  me  before  Mr.  Whitehead’s 
tribunal,  but  I  refused  the  proposal  with  indignation.  I  hope  I  shall  not 
experience  as  hard  treatment  from  you  as  from  him.  I  have,  as  you 
know,  a  large  sum  of  money  to  make  up  shortly  ;  by  accepting  my  play 
J  can  readily  satisfy  my  creditor  that  way;  at  any  rate,  I  must  look 
about  to  some  certainty  to  be  prepared.  For  God’s  sake  take  the  play> 
and  let  us  make  the  best  of  it,  and  let  me  have  the  same  measure  at 
least  which  you  have  given  as  bad  plays  as  mine. 

“  1  am,  your  friend  and  Servant, 

“Oliver  Goldsmith.” 
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Dr.  Johnson,  writing  to  Boswell  in  February,  •  1773,  says:  “Dr. 
Goldsmith  has  a  new  comedy,  which  is  expected  in  the  spring.  No 
name  is  yet  given  it.  The  chief  diversion  arises  from  a  stratagem  by 
which  a  lover  is  made  to  mistake  his  future  father-in-law’s  house  for  an 
inn.  This,  you  see,  borders  upon  farce.  The  dialogue  is  quick  and 
gay,  and  the  incidents  are  so  prepared  as  not  to  seem  improbable. 
Again,  on  March  4th,  he  writes  :  “  Dr.  Goldsmith  has  a  new  comedy 
in  rehearsal  at  Covent  Garden,  to  which  the  manager  predicts  ill 
success.  I  hope  he  will  be  mistaken.  I  think  it  deserves  a  very  kind 
reception.” 

At  first  there  was  a  difficulty  in  giving  a  name  to  the  comedy.  Dr. 
Johnson  remarks,  “We  are  all  in  labor  for  a  name  to  Goldy’s  play.” 
The  first  adopted,  but  soon  dismissed,  was  “  The  Old  House  a  New 
Inn,”  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds  proposed  the  “  Belle’s  Stratagem,”  after¬ 
wards  chosen  by  Mrs.  Cowley  for  one  of  her  comedies.  The  present 
name,  a  suggestion  of  the  author,  was  fixed  on  only  three  days  before 
the  representation,  and  in  some  of  the  newspapers  it  was  announced 
simply  as  “  The  Mistakes  of  a  Night.” 

It  was  on  March  15th,  1773,  that  Oliver  Goldsmith’s  comedy,  “She 
Stoops  to  Conquer,”  was  produced  at  Covent  Garden,  and  the  original 
cast  was  as  follows : — 


Mr.  Hardcastle 
Young  Marlow 
Hastings 
Tony  Lumpkin 
Mrs.  Hardcastle 
Miss  Hardcastle 
Miss  Neville 


Shuter. 

Lewes. 

Du  Bellamy. 
Quick. 

Mrs.  Green. 
Mrs.  Bulkley. 
Mrs.  Kniveton. 


It  is  the  comedy  of  this  period  which  of  all  others  has  survived  to  the 
present  time,  and  remains  one  of  the  stock  pieces  of  the  English  stage. 
It  has  been  well  said  that  there  is  nothing  in  it  of  the  mawkishness  of 
Kelly  nor  of  the  pompous  affectation  of  Cumberland.  Sentimental 
comedy  had  been  the  fashion,  and  though  severely  ridiculed  by  Foote  at 
the  Haymarket,  in  his  “  Handsome  Housemaid  ;  or.  Piety  in  Patterns,” 
it  was  “  She  Stoops  to  Conquer”  that  really  dealt  the  death  blow,  and 
restored  to  the  town  a  hearty  relish  for  a  laugh.  With  all  its  faults  and 
improbabilities,  it  is  universally  admitted  this  comedy  is  worth  fifty 
cold,  correct,  still-life  pieces.  Colman  was  then  manager;  at  first  he 
refused  the  piece,  but  Dr.  Johnson  stood  manfully  by  Goldsmith,  and 
owing  to  his  influence  the  piece  was  put  into  rehearsal. 
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Cumberland  relates  of  the  first  performance — “On  the  day  of 
performance,  Goldsmith’s  friends  assembled  in  a  considerable  body 
at  the  Shakespeare  Tavern  for  an  early  dinner.  Dr.  Johnson  took 
the  chair  at  the  head  of  a  long  table,  and  was  in  inimitable  glee  ; 
they  did  not,  however,  forget  their  duty,  and  though  they  had  better 
comedy  going,  in  which  Johnson  was  chief  actor,  they  betook  them¬ 
selves  in  good  time  to  their  separate  and  allotted  posts,  having  pre¬ 
concerted  signals  for  plaudits  in  a  manner  that  gave  every  one  his 
cue,  where  to  look  for  them,  and  how  to  follow  them  up.  One  of  the 
company  was  Adam  Drummond,  who  was  gifted  by  nature  with  the 
most  sonorous  and  at  the  same  time  most  contagious  laugh  that  ever 
echoed  from  the  human  lungs  ;  he  ingenuously,  however,  confessed  that 
he  knew  no  more  when  to  give  his  fire  than  the  cannon  did  that  was 
placed  on  a  battery ;  he  desired,  therefore,  to  have  a  flapper  at  his 
elbow,  and  I  was  deputed  to  that  ofiice.  All  eyes  were  upon  Dr. 
Johnson,  who  sat  in  the  front  row  of  a  side  box,  and  when  he  laughed 
everybody  thought  himself  warranted  to  roar  ;  in  the  meantime,  Drum¬ 
mond  followed  signals  with  a  rattle  so  irresistibly  comic  that,  when  he 
had  repeated  it  several  times,  the  attention  of  the  spectators  was  so 
engrossed  by  his  person  and  performances,  that  the  progress  of  the 
play  seemed  likely  to  become  a  secondary  object,  and  I  found  it 
prudent  to  insinuate  to  him  that  he  might  halt  his  music  without  any 
prejudice  to  the  author;  but,  alas!  it  was  now  too  late  to  rein  him 
in.  He  had  laughed  upon  my  signal  where  he  found  no  joke, 
and  now  he  unluckily  fancied  he  found  a  joke  in  almost  everything  that 
was  said,  so  that  nothing  in  nature  could  be  more  malapropos  than 
some  of  his  bursts  every  now  and  then  were.  These  were  dangerous 
moments,  for  the  pit  began  to  take  umbrage;  however,  the  author’s 
friends  carried  his  play  through  triumphantly,  and  their  manoeuvres  were  , 
attended  with  complete  success.” 

Cumberland’s  story  is,  however,  doubtful.  It  was  written  from 
memory  at  the  distance  of  thirty  years  after  the  transaction,  Northcote 
says  the  dinner  took  place  at  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds’s,  and  Mr.  Fitz- 
herbert,  who  was  represented  to  be  one  of  the  party,  had  died  the 
preceding  year.  Goldsmith’s  friends,  Johnson,  Burke,  Reynolds,  Dr. 
Franklin,  Kelly,  Macpherson,  and  others,  were  no  doubt  present, 
willing  to  promote  his  success  ;  but  such  advocates  can  never  overpower 
the  popular  voice.  Should  ever  a  first  night  succeed  by  such  means,  the 
second  or  third  will  show  the  failure  ;  whereas  every  succeeding  repre¬ 
sentation  of  “  She  Stoops  to  Conquer’  only  served  to  raise  its  popularity. 
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Immediately  after  the  production  Goldsmith  writes  to  his  friend^ 
Mr,  Cradock : — 

“To  Mr.  Cradock. 

“  My  Dear  Sir, 

“  The  play  has  met  with  a  success  much  beyond  your  expecta¬ 
tions  or  mine.  I  thank  you  sincerely  for  your  epilogue,  which,  however, 
could  not  be  used,  but,  with  your  permission,  shall  be  printed.  The 
story,  in  short,  is  this — Murphy  sent  me  rather  the  outline  of  an  epilogue 
than  an  epilogue,  which  was  to  be  sung  by  Mrs.  Catley,  and  which  she 
approved.  Mrs.  Bulkley,  hearing  this,  insisted  on  throwing  up  her  part, 
unless,  according  to  the  custom  of  the  theatre,  she  were  permitted  to 
speak  the  epilogue.  In  this  embarrassment  I  thought  of  making  a 
quarrelling  epilogue  between  Catley  and  her,  debating  who  should  speak 
the  epilogue,  but  then  Mrs.  Catley  refused  after  I  had  taken  the  trouble 
of  drawing  it  out.  I  was  then  at  a  loss  indeed.  An  epilogue  was  to  be 
made,  and  for  none  but  Mrs.  Bulkley.  I  made  one,  and  Colman  thought 
it  too  bad  to  be  spoken  ;  I  was  obliged  therefore  to  try  a  fourth  time, 
and  I  made  a  very  mawkish  thing,  as  you’ll  shortly  see.  Such  is  the 
history  of  my  stage  adventures,  and  which  I  have  at  last  done  with.  I 
cannot  help  saying  that  I  am  very  sick  of  the  stage,  and  though  I  be 
lieve  I  shall  get  three  tolerable  benefits,  3^et  I  shall,  on  the  whole,  be  a 
loser,  even  in  a  pecuniary  light ;  my  ease  and  comfort  I  certainly  lost 
while  it  was  in  agitation. 

“  I  am,  my  dear  Cradock, 

“  Your  obliged  and  obedient  Servant, 

“  Oliver  Goldsmith. 

“  P.S. — Present  my  most  humble  respects  to  Mrs.  Cradock.” 

Johnson  also,  when  Boswell  was  present,  on  “  She  Stoops  to 
Conquer”  being  mentioned,  said:  “I  know  of  no  comedy  for  many 
years  that  has  so  much  exhilarated  an  audience,  that  has  answered  so 
much  the  great  end  of  comedy — making  an  audience  merry.”  On  the 
13th  April,  Boswell  writes :  “  We  drank  tea  with  the  ladies  at  General 
Oglethorp’s,  and  Goldsmith  sang  Tony  Lumpkin’s  song  in  his  comedy 
‘  She  Stoops  to  Conquer  ’ — and  a  very  pretty  one— to  an  Irish  tune, 

‘  The  Humours  of  Ballamagairy,’  which  he  had  designed  for  Miss 
Hardcastle,  but  as  Mrs.  Bulkley,  who  played  the  part,  could  not  sing,  it 
was  left  out.” 

Northcote,  the  famous  painter,  then  a  young  man  and  residing 
with  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds,  wrote  to  his  brother^  March  24th,  1773  : 
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“Last  Monday  I  went  to  see  Goldsmith’s  new  play,  and,  quite  the 
reverse  to  everybody’s  expectation,  it  was  received  with  the  utmost 
applause,  and  Garrick  has  writ  a  very  excellent  prologue  to  it  in 
ridicule  of  the  late  sentimental  comedies.  Goldsmith  was  so  kind  as  to 
offer  me  half-a-dozen  tickets  for  the  play  on  his  night,  and  I  intend 
to  accept  two  or  three.  He  is  going  to  dedicate  his  play  to  old 
Johnson.” 

When  “She  Stoops  to  Conquer”  was  first  put  in  rehearsal, 
Gentleman  Smith  threw  up  Young  Marlow,  Woodward  refused  Tony 
Lumpkin,  and  Mrs.  Abington — greatest  mortification  of  all — declined 
Miss  Hardcastle.  Great  was  the  alarm  amongst  Goldsmith’s  friends,  to 
whom,  however,  he  replied,  “No!  I’d  rather  my  play  were  damned  by  bad 
players  than  merely  saved  by  good  acting ;  ”  and  so  Tony  was  cast  to 
Quick,  who  had  played  the  small  part  of  the  Postboy  in  “  The  Good- 
Natured  Man  ;  ”  to  Shuter  was  given  Mr.  Hardcastle,  and  on  his  pro¬ 
testing  in  his  vehement  odd  way  that  Lewes,  who  was  harlequin  in  the 
theatre,  “  could  patter  and  use  tho  gob-box  as  quick  and  smart  as  any 
of  them,”  Goldsmith  consented  he  should  appear  as  Young  Marlow. 
Du  Bellamy,  Green,  and  Mrs.  Bulkley  completed  the  caste. 

Of  the  first  caste,  Shuter,  the  Mr.  Hardcastle,  was  on  the  stage 
from  1744  to  1776,  and  played  throughout  the  entire  range  of  a  wide 
comic  repertory.  Off  as  on  the  stage,  it  was  Shuter’s  characteristic  that 
he  pleased  everybody  and  ruined  himself.  Fitzgerald  says  of  him  ; 
“There  was  Shuter,  who  it  was  said  Mr.  Garrick  pronounced  the 
greatest  comic  genius  he  had  ever  seen.”  He  commenced  his  vocation 
as  Catesby,  at  Richmond,  concluding  as  Falstaff  (played  for  his  own 
benefit)  at  Covent  Garden,  in  May,  1776. 

Lewes,  who  had  played  with  success  in  Dublin  and  Edinburgh, 
came  to  London  and  Covent  Garden  in  1773.  Here,  when  ill,  many  of 
Barry^’s  chief  characters  were  entrusted  to  him.  He  remained  at  Covent 
Garden  till  1809,  when  he  took  farewell  of  the  stage  in  the  “  Copper 
Captain,”  the  best  of  all  his  parts.  He  was  famed  as  one  of  the  most 
deliglitful  performers  of  his  class,  and  retained  to  the  last  his  invincible 
airiness  and  juvenility.  Leigh  Hunt  saw  him  take  leave  of  the  public 
a  man  of  sixty-five  looking  not  more  than  half  the  age,  and  heard  him 
sav,  in  a  voice  broken  by  emotion,  that  “  For  the  space  of  thirty  years  he 
had  not  once  incurred  their  displeasure.”  He  died  in  1813,  and  out  of 
part  of  his  fortune  bequeathed  to  his  sister  the  beautiful  new  church  at 
Ealing  was  chiefly  erected. 

Quick,  who  played  Mr.  Hardcastle’s  stepson,  loved  to  sit  and  talk 
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of  Garrick  and  Goldsmith,  and  what  the  dramatist  said  to  him  when  he 
enacted  Tony  Lumpkin  on  the  first  night  of  the  production  of  “  She 
Stoops  to  Conquer.”  He  was  born  in  1748,  and  left  his  father,  a  brewer, 
when  only  fourteen  years  of  age  to  become  an  actor,  and  after  a  varied 
experience  in  Surrey  and  Kent,  we  find  him  at  the  Haymarket,  in  1769,  a 
g'reat  favorite  of  King  George  III.,  who,  when  visiting  the  theatre,  always 
expected  Quick  to  appear  in  a  prominent  character.  He  w'as  the  original 
Acres,  as  well  as  Tony  Lumpkin.  In  1798,  he  quitted  the  stage  with 
over  ;^io,ooo  of  savings. 

Mrs.  Green,  Hippisley’s  daughter  and  Governor  Hippisley’s  sister, 
not  only  was  the  original  Mrs.  Hardcastle,  but  also  the  original  Mrs. 
Malaprop.  Her  public  career  began  in  1730  and  closed  in  1779.  It  is 
said  of  her  that  she  possessed  humour  even  to  drollery,  combining  the 
unctuousness  of  Shuter  with  the  quaintness  of  her  father. 

The  Miss  Hardcastle  was  Mrs.  Bulkley,  the  Miss  Wilford  of  earlier 
days.  She  played  at  Edinburgh  for  a  season,  and  her  Lady  Racket 
was  talked  over  by  the  Scotch  beaux  at  the  beginning-  of  this  century 
with  their  hands  on  their  hearts  and  over  their  waistcoat  pockets.  She 
also  played  in  “  The  Rivals”  on  its  production,  and  was  the  original 
Julia.  She  remained  on  the  London  stage  from  1764  to  1789,  and  at  the 
time  of  her  death  had  become  Mrs.  Baresford. 

On  its  first  appearance,  the  comedy  was  enacted  twelve  times,  the 
tenth  night  was  by  royal  command  ;  and  the  author’s  nights  were  sup¬ 
posed  to  have  realized  between  four  and  five  hundred  pounds.  Foote 
acted  it  in  the  summer  at  the  Haymarket,  and  it  was  resumed  with  the 
re-opening  of  Covent  Garden  in  the  winter,  and  again  had  the  compli¬ 
ment  of  a  ro3ml  command. 

“She  Stoops  to  Conquer”  was  pla3^ed  subsequently  at  the  Haymar¬ 
ket  in  1777,  and  the  occasion  is  chiefly  memorable  from  the  circumstance 
that  Miss  Farren,  afterwards  Countess  of  Derby,  made  her  first  appear¬ 
ance  in  London  as  Miss  Hardcastle.  She  soon  became  a  great  favorite 
with  the  public.  In  1774  she  had  acted  columbine  at  Wakefield  and  sung 
between  the  acts.  She  was  still  so  young,  in  the  season  when  she 
came  to  Drury  Lane,  Mrs.  Robinson  says,  that  most  of  the  principal 
parts  w'ere  performed  by  four  actresses  under  twenty,  viz.,  herself.  Miss 
Farren,  Miss  Walpole,  and  Miss  P.  Hopkins. 

In  1825  we  find  the  comedy  was  revived  at  Covent  Garden,  and 
Robert  Keeley,  so  well-known  to  many  of  the  present  generation,  was 
the  Tony  Lumpkin  ;  whilst  Miss  Maria  Foote,  afterwards  Countess  of 
Harrington,  appeared  as  Miss  Hardcastle.  John  Fawcett,  whom 
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INTRODUCTION. 


Boaden  described  as  “a  great  original  masterly  comedian,  always 
natural  and  extremely  powerful,”  was  Mr.  Hardcastle  ;  Richard  Jones,, 
the  successor  and  protege  of  Lewis,  Young  Marlow  ;  and  the  respected 
and  cheerful  Mrs.  Davenport  played  again  the  part  in  which  she  had 
made  her  London  debut  of  Mrs.  Hardcastle, 

Since  this  period  it  has  been  very  often  played,  and  remains,  as  it 
will  always  remain  throughout  the  country,  a  stock  piece  of  the  English 
stage.  Many  who  have  seen  it  before  will,  doubtless,  again  enjoy  the 
present  revival  with  a  cast  which  comprises  the  names  of  those  de¬ 
servedly  popular  artistes,  Mrs.  Stirling,  Miss  Meyrick,  and  Miss  Litton  ; 
Mr.  W.  Farren,  Mr.  J.  Ryder,  Mr.  G.  F.  Edgar,  Mr.  J.  Fawn,  and 
Mr.  Lionel  Brough,  and  which,  but  for  the  opportunity  presented  by 
afternoon  performances,  it  would  be  almost  impossible  to  equal  in  any 
other  theatre.  Portraits  of  the  principal  actors  and  actresses  in  the 
present  performance  have  been  added  to  the  book,  and  it  is  trusted  this 
innovation  will  find  favor. 


M.  L. 


TO 


SAMUEL  JOHNSON,  LL.D. 


a 

(fi 


inscribing  this  slight  performance  to  yoii^  I  do 


■^70 


not  mean  so  mnch  to  compliment  you  as  myself. 
It  may  do  me  some  ho7iour  to  inform  the  puhlie  that  I 
have  lived-  many  years  in  intimacy  with  you-.  It  may 
serve  the  interests  of  mankind  also  to  hform  them  that 
the  greatest  wit  may  be  found  in  a  character  without 
impair'ing  the  most  tmaffected  piety. 


I  have,,  particularly,^  reason  to  thank  you  for  your 
partiality  to  this  performance.  The  undertaking  a 
Comedy  not  merely  sentimental  zvas  very  dangerous ; 
and  Mr.  Colman,  zvho  saw  this  piece  in  its  various 
stages,  always  thought  it  so.  Iloiocver,^  I  ventured  to 
trust  it  to  the  public;  and^  though  it  zvas  necessarily 
delayed  till  late  in  the  season,,  I  have  every  reason  to  be 
grateful. 

I  am,  dear  Sir, 

Vo?ir  most  sineere  friend 
and  admii'er, 

OLIVER  GOL  D  SMITH. 


©ramatts  Prrsmiaj. 


Sir  Charles  JMarlow  - 
PIardcastle  -  -  _ 

Young  Marlow 
Hastings 
Tony  Lumpkin 
Diggory  -  -  -  _ 

Stingo  -  -  _  _ 

Jack  Slang  -  -  _ 

Tom  Twist  -  _  _ 

Tickle  -  -  _  _ 

Mrs.  TIardcastle  - 
Miss  IIardcastle  - 
Miss  Neville 
Maid  -  >  _  _ 


-  i\Ir.  Denny. 

-  ]Mr.  Ryder. 

-  jMr.  W.  P'arren. 

Mr.  E.  E.  Edgar. 
jMr.  Lionel  Brough. 

-  j\Ir.  J.  Fawn. 

-  Mr.  Gilbert. 

-  Mr.  Lambe. 

-  Mr.  Selby. 

~  Mr.  Trevor, 

-  Mrs.  Stirling. 

-  Miss  Litton. 

Miss  Meyrick. 

-  Miss  Miller. 


Servants^  Lfr.,  Sj'V. 
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FROM  A  PHOTO  BY  ELLIOTT  &  FRY 


SHE  STOOPS  TO  CONQUER. 


ACT.  I. 

Scene  I. — A  Chamher  in  c,n  old-fashioned  House. 

Enter  IIakdcastle  and  Mrs.  IIardcastle,  e. 

Mrs.  II.  I  vow,  Mr.  Hardcastle,  you’re  very  particular.  Is 
there  a  creature  in  tlie  whole  country,  hut  ourselves,  tliat  does  not 
take  a  trip  to  Town  now  and  then,  to  rub  off  the  rust  a  little  ? 
There’s  the  two  Miss  Hoggs,  and  our  neighbour,  Mrs.  Grigsby,  go 
to  take  a  month’s  polish  every  winter. 

Hard.  Ay,  and  bring  back  vanity  and  affectation  to  last  them 
the  whole  year.  I  wonder  V'hy  London  cannot  keep  its  own  folks 
at  home.  In  my  time,  the  follies  of  the  Town  crept  slowly  among 
us,  but  now  they  travel  faster  than  a  stage  coach.  Its  fopperies 
come  down,  not  only  as  outside  passengers,  but  in  the  very  basket. 

Mrs.  H.  Ay,  your  times  were  fine  times  indeed  ;  you  have  been 
telling  us  of  them  for  many  a  long  year.  Here  we  live  in  an  old 
rumbling  mansion,  that  looks  for  all  the  world  like  an  inn,  but  that 
we  never  see  company.  Our  best  visitors  are  old  Mrs.  Odfish,  the 
curate’s  wife,  and  little  Cripplegate,  the  lame  dancing-master  ;  and 
all  our  entertainment,  your  old  stories  of  Prince  Eugene  and  the 
Duke  of  Marlborough.  I  hate  such  old-fashioned  trumpery. 

Hard.  And  I  love  it.  I  love  everything  that’s  old :  old  friends, 
old  times,  old  manners,  old  books,  old  wine  ;  and  I  believe,  Dorothy 
(tahing  her  hand),  you’ll  own  I  have  been  pretty  fond  of  an  old  wife. 

Mrs.  H.  Lord,  Mr.  Hardcastle,  you’re  for  ever  at  your  Dorothy’s, 
and  your  old  wives  !  You  may  be  a  Darby,  but  I’ll  be  no  Joan,  I 
promise  you.  I’m  not  so  old  as  you  would  make  me  by  one  good 
year.  Add  twenty  to  twenty,  and  make  money  of  that. 

Hard.  Let  me  see ;  twenty  added  to  twenty  makes  just  fifty  and 
seven. 

Mrs.  H.  It’s  false,  Mr,  Hardcastle:  I  was  but  twenty  when  I 
was  brought  to  bed  of  Tony,  that  I  had  by  Mr.  Lumpkin,  my  first 
husband  ;  and  lie’s  not  come  to  years  of  discretion  yet. 

Hard.  Nor  ever  will,  I  dare  answer  for  him.  Ay,  you  have 
taught  him  finely. 

Mrs.  H.  No  matter ;  Tony  Lumpkin  has  a  good  fortune.  My 
son  is  not  to  live  by  his  learning.  I  don’t  think  a  boy  wants  much 
learning  to  spend  hfteen  hundred  a-year. 

Hard.  Learning,  (Quotha !  a  mere  composition  of  tricks  and 
mischief. 
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Mrs.  H,  Humour,  my  dear;  notliing  but  humour.  Come,  Mr. 
Hardcastle,  you  must  allow  the  boy  a  little  humour. 

Hard.  I’d  sooner  allow  him  a  horse-pond.  If  burning  the  foot¬ 
man’s  shoes,  frighting  the  maids,  worrying  the  kittens,  be  humour, 
he  has  it.  It  was  but  yesterday  he  fastened  my  wig  to  the  back  of 
my  chair,  and  when  I  went  to  make  a  bow,  I  j^opped  my  bald  head 
into  Mrs.  Frizzle’s  face. 

Mrs.  H.  And  am  I  to  blame  ?  The  poor  boy  was  always  too 
sickly  to  do  any  good.  A  school  would  be  his  death.  "When  he 
comes  to  be  a  little  stronger,  who  knoAA  S  what  a  3'ear  or  two’s  Latin 
may  do  for  him. 

Hard.  Latin  for  him  ! — a  cat  and  fiddle  !  No,  no ;  the  alehouse 
and  the  stable  are  the  only  schools  he’ll  ever  go  to. 

Mrs.  H.  Well,  we  must  not  snub  the  poor  boy  now,  for  I  believe 
we  shan’t  have  him  long  among  us.  Anybody  that  looks  in  his 
face  may  see  he’s  consumptive. 

Hard.  Ay,  if  growing  too  fat  be  one  of  the  sjunptoms. 

Mrs.  H.  He  coughs  sometimes. 

Hard.  Yes,  when  his  liquor  goes  the  wrong  way. 

Mrs.  H.  I’m  actually  afraid  of  his  lungs. 

Hard.  And  truly  so  am  I ;  for  he  sometimes  whoops  like  a 
speaking-trumpet — (Tony  hallooing  hehind  the  scenes,  r.) — 0  there  he 
goes — a  very  consumptive  figure  truly. 

Enter  Tony,  r.,  crossing  the  stage. 

Mrs.  H.  Tony,  where  are  you  going,  my  charmer?  Won’t  you 
give  papa  and  I  a  little  of  your  company,  lovee  ? 

Tony.  I’m  in  haste,  mother ;  I  can’t  stay. 

Mrs.  H.  You  shan’t  venture  out  this  raw  evening,  my  dear  ;  you 
look  most  shockingly. 

Tony.  I  can’t  stay,  I  teU  you.  The  Three  Pigeons  expect  me 
down  every  moment.  There’s  some  fun  going  forward. 

Hard.  Ay  ;  the  alehouse,  the  old  place  ;  I  thought  so. 

Mrs.  H.  a  low,  paltry  set  of  fellows. 

Tony.  Not  so  low,  neither.  There’s  Dick  Muggins  the  Excise¬ 
man,  Jack  Slang  the  horse-doctor,  little  Aminadab  that  grinds  the 
music  box,  and  Tom  Twist  that  spins  the  pewter  platter. 

Mrs.  H.  Pray,  my  dear,  disappoint  them  for  one  night  at  least. 

Tony.  As  for  disappointing  them,  I  should  not  so  much  mind; 
but  I  can’t  abide  to  disappoint  myself. 

Mrs.  H.  (^detaining  hint)  You  shan’t  go. 

Tony.  I  will,  I  tell  you. 

Mrs.  H.  I  say  you  shan’t. 

Tony.  We’ll  see  which  is  strongest,  you  or  I. 

Exit,  hauling  her  out,  l. 

Hard.  Ay,  tliere  goes  a  pair  that  only  spoil  each  other.  But  is 
not  the  whole  age  in  a  combination  to  drive  sense  and  discretion 
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out  of  doors  ?  There’s  my  pretty  darliug,  Kate ;  the  fashions  of  the 
times  have  almost  infected  her  too.  Ey  living  a  year  or  two  in 

Town,  she  is  as  fond  of  gauze  and  Erench  frippery  as  the  best  of 
them. 


Eater  Miss  Hardcastle,  r. 


Hard.  Blessings  on  my  pretty  innocence !  Dress’d  out  as  usual, 
my  Kate.  Goodness !  what  a  quantity  of  superfluous  silk  hast 
thou  got  about  thee,  girl  I  I  could  never  teach  the  tools  of  this  age 
that  the  indigent  world  could  be  clothed  out  of  the  trimmings  of  the 
vain. 

Miss  H.  You  know  our  agreement,  sir.  You  allow  me  the 
morning  to  receive  and  pay  visits,  and  to  dress  in  my  own  manner ; 
and  in  the  evening  I  put  on  my  housewife’s  dress  to  please  you. 

Hard.  Well,  remember  I  insist  on  the  terms  of  our  agreement ; 
and,  by-the-bye,  I  believe  I  shall  have  occasion  to  try  your  obedience 
this  very  evening. 

Miss  H.  I  protest,  sir,  I  don’t  conqirehend  your  meaning. 

Hard.  Then  to  be  plain  with  you,  Kate,  I  expect  the  young' 
gentleman  I  have  chosen  to  be  your  husband  From  Town  this  very 
day.  I  have  his  father’s  letter,  in  which  he  informs  me  his  son  is 
set  out,  and  that  he  intends  to  follow  him  shortly  after. 

Miss  H  Indeed  !  I  wish  I  had  known  something  of  this  before. 
.Bless  me,  how  shall  I  behave?  It’s  a  thousand  to  one  I  shan’t 
like  him ;  our  mneting  will  be  so  formal,  and  so  like  a  thing  of 
business,  that  I  shall  find  no  room  for  friendship  or  esteem. 

Hard.  Depend  upon  it,  child.  I’ll  never  control  your  choice  ;  but 
Mr.  Marlow,  whom  I  have  pitched  upon,  is  the  son  of  my  old  friend. 
Sir  Charles  Marliw,  of  whom  you  have  heard  me  talk  so  often.  The 
young  gentleman  has  been  bred  a  scholar,  and  is  designed  for  an 
employment  in  the  service  of  his  country.  I  am  told  he’s  a  man  of. 
an  excellent  understanding. 

Miss  H.  Is  he  ? 

Hard.  Very  generous. 

Miss  H.  I  believe  I  shall  like  him. 

Hard.  Young  and  brave. 

Miss  H.  I’m  sure  I  shall  like  him. 

Hard.  And  very  handsome. 

Miss  H.  My  dear  papa,  say  no  more  {hisses  his  hand) ;  he’s  mine 
— I’ll  have  him. 

Hard  And  to  crown  all,  Kate,  he’s  one  of  the  most  bashful  and 
reserved  young  fellows  in  the  world. 

Miss  H.  Eh!  you  have  frozen  me  to  death  again.  That  word 
reserved  has  undone  all  the  rest  of  his  accomplishments.  A 
reserved  lover  it  is  said  always  makes  a  suspicious  husband. 

Hard.  On  the  contrary,  modesty  seldom  resides  in  a  breast  that 
is  not  enriched  wiih  nobler  virtues.  It  was  the  very  feature  in  his 
character  that  first  struck  me. 
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Miss  H.  He  must  have  more  striking  features  to  catcli  me,  I  pro¬ 
mise  you.  However,  if  he  be  so  young,  so  handsome,  and  so  eveiy- 
thing  as  you  mention,  I  believe  he’ll  do  still.  I  think  I’ll  have  him. 

Hard.  Ay,  Kate,  but  there  is  still  an  obstacle.  It’s  more  than 
an  even  wager  he  may  not  have  you. 

Miss  H.  M}^  dear  papa,  why  will  you  mortify  one  so  ?  Well,  if 
he  refuses,  instead  of  breaking  my  heart  at  his  indifference.  I’ll 
only  break  my  glass  for  its  flattery,  set  my  cap  to  some  newer 
fashion,  and  look  out  for  some  less  difficult  admirer. 

Hard.  Bravely  resolved  !  In  the  meantime  I’ll  go  and  prepare 
the  servants  for  his  reception ;  as  we  seldom  see  company,  they 
want  as  much  training  as  a  company  of  recruits  the  first  day’s 
muster.  Exit,  l. 

Miss  H.  Lud,  this  news  of  papa’s  puts  me  all  in  a  flutter ! 
Young,  handsome — these  he  puts  last,  but  I  put  them  foremost. 
Sensible,  good-natured — I  like  all  that.  But  then,  reserved  and 
sheepish  ;  that’s  much  against  him.  Yet  can’t  he  be  cured  of  his 
timidity  by  being  taught  to  be  proud  of  his  wife  ?  Yes,  and  can’t 
I — but  I  vow  I’m  disposing  of  the  husband  before  I  have  secured 
the  lover. 


Enter  Miss  Neville,  l. 

Miss  H.  I’m  glad  you’re  come,  Neville,  my  dear.  Tell  me, 
Constance,  how  do  I  look  this  evening  ?  Is  there  anything  whim¬ 
sical  about  me  ?  Is  it  one  of  my  well-looking  days,  child  ?  Am  I 
in  face  to-day  ? 

Miss  N.  Perfectly,  my  dear.  Yet  now  I  look  again — bless  me  ! 
sure  no  accident  has  happened  among  the  canary  birds  or  the  gold 
fishes.  Has  your  brother  or  the  cat  been  meddling?  or  has  the 
last  novel  been  too  moving  ? 

Miss  H.  No  ;  nothing  of  all  this.  I  have  been  threatened — I 
can  scarce  get  it  out — I  have  been  threatened  with  a  lover. 

Miss  N.  And  his  name — 

Miss  H.  Is  Marlow. 

Miss  N.  Indeed ! 

Miss  H.  The  son  of  Sir  Charles  Marlow. 

Miss  N.  As  I  live,  the  most  intimate  friend  of  Mr.  Hastings,  my 
admirer.  They  are  never  asunder.  I  believe  you  must  have  seen 
him  when  we  lived  in  Town. 

Miss  H.  Never. 

Miss  N.  He’s  a  very  singular  character,  I  assure  jmu.  Among 
women  of  reputation  and  virtue,  he  is  tlie  modestest  man  alive  ;  but 
his  acquaintance  give  him  a  very  different  character  among  women 
of  another  stamp  : — 5^11  understand  me. 

M  iss  H.  An  odd  character,  indeed  !  I  shall  never  be  able  to 
manage  liim.  What  shall  I  do  ?  Pshaw,  think  no  more  of  him, 
but  trust  to  occurrences  for  success.  But  how  goes  on  j’our  own 
.affair,  my  dear  ? — lias  1113^  mother  been  eourting  you  for  my  brother 
Tonv,  as  usual? 
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Miss  N.  I  liave  just  come  from  one  of  our  agreeable  tete-a-tetes. 
She  has  been  saying  a  hundred  tender  things,  and  setting  off 
her  pretty  monster  as  the  very  pink  of  perfection. 

Miss  H.  And  her  partiality  is  such,  that  she  actually  thinks  him 
so.  A  fortune  like  yours  is  no  small  temptation  ;  besides,  as  she 
has  the  sole  management  of  it,  I’m  not  surprised  to  see  her 
unwilling  to  let  it  go  out  of  the  family. 

Miss  N.  A  fortune  like  mine,  which  chiefly  consists  in  jewels,  is 
no  such  mighty  temptation.  But  at  any  rate,  if  my  dear  Hastings 
be  but  constant,  I  make  no  doubt  to  be  too  hard  for  her  at  last. 
However,  I  let  her  siqjpose  that  I  am  in  love  with  her  son,  and 
she  never  once  dreams  that  my  alfections  are  fixed  upon  another. 

Miss  H.  My  good  brother  holds  out  stoutly.  I  could  almost 
love  him  for  hating  you  so. 

Miss  N.  It  is  a  good-natured  creature  at  bottom,  and  I’m  sure 
would  wish  to  see  me  married  to  anybody  but  himself.  But  my 
aunt  s  bell  rings  for  our  afternoon’s  walk  round  the  improvements. 
Allons,  courage  is  necessary,  as  our  affairs  are  critical. 

Miss  H.  ould  it  were  bedtime,  and  all  were  well.  Exeunt,  l. 


Scene  II. — A.7i  Alehouse  Room. 

Several  shallxj  with  punch  and  tobacco.  To'sy  at  the  head  of 

the  table,  a  little  higher  than  the  rest ;  a  mallet  in  his  hand. 

Omnes.  Hurrah,  hurrah,  hurrah,  bravo  ! 

Tickle.  Now,  gentlemen,  silence  for  a  song.  The  ’squire  is 
going  to  knock  himself  down  for  a  song  ! 

Omnes.  A.j,  a  song,  a  song  ! 

Tony.  Then  I’ll  sing  you,  gentlemen,  a  song  I  made  upon  this 
alehouse,  the  Three  Pigeons. 

Song, — Tony. 

Let  sclioolinasters  puzzle  their  brain 

With  grammar,  and  nonsense,  and  learning  ; 

Good  liquor,  I  stoutly  maintain, 

Gives  genius  a  better  discerning. 

Let  them  brag  of  their  heathenish  gods, 

Their  Lethes,  their  Styxes,  and  Stygians  ; 

Their  quis,  and  their  quaes,  and  their  quods, 

They’re  all  but  a  parcel  of  pigeons. 

Toroddle,  toroddle,  toroll. 

When  methodist  preachers  come  down 
A  preaching  that  drinking  is  sinful, 

I’ll  wager  the  rascals  a  crown 

They  always  preach  best  with  a  skinful. 

But  when  you  come  down  with  your  pence 
For  a  slice  of  their  scurvy  religion, 

I’ll  leave  it  to  all  men  of  sense, 

But  you,  my  good  friend,  are  the  pigeon. 

Toroddle,  toroddle,  toroll. 
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Then  come,  put  the  jorum  about, 

And  let  us  be  merry  and  clever ; 

Our  hearts  and  our  liquors  are  stout ; 

Here’s  the  Three  Jolly  Pi<^eons  for  ever. 

Let  some  cry  up  woodcock  or  hare, 

Your  bustards,  your  ducks,  and  your  widg'cons, 

But  of  all  the  bii-ds  in  the  air. 

Here’s  a  health  to  the  Three  Jolly  Pigeons. 

Toroddle,  toroddle,  toroll. 

Omnes.  Bravo,  bravo  ! 

Slang.  I  loves  to  hear  the  ’squire  sing,  bekeaj's  he  never  gives 
ns  nothing  that’s  low. 

Twist,  Eanin  anything  that’s  low  ;  I  can’t  bear  it. 

Muggins.  The  genteel  thing  is  the  genteel  thing  at  any  time,  if 
so  be  that  a  gentleman  bees  in  a  concatenation  accordingly. 

Twist.  I  like  the  maxim  of  it.  Master  Muggins.  What  though 
I  am  obligated  to  dance  a  bear,  a  man  may  be  a  gentleman  for  all 
that.  May  this  be  my  poison  if  my  bear  ever  dances  but  to  the 
very  genteelest  of  tunes — “Water  parted,”  or  the  minuet  in 
Ariadne. 

Slang.  What  a  pity  it  is  the  squire  is  not  come  to  his  own.  It 
would  be  well  fur  all  the  publicans  within  ten  miles  round  of  him. 

Tony.  Ecod,  and  so  it  would  Master  Slang.  I’d  then  show  what 
it  was  to  keep  choice  of  company. 

Slang.  Oh,  he  takes  after  his  own  father  for  that.  To  be  sure, 
old  ’Squire  Liimphinwas  the  finest  gentleman  I  ever  set  my  eyes 
on.  Eor  winding  the  straight  horn,  or  beating  a  thicket  for  a  hare, 
or  a  wench,  he  never  had  his  fellow.  It  was  a  saying  in  the  place, 
that  he  kept  the  best  horses,  dogs,  and  girls  in  the  whole  country. 

Tony.  Ecod,  and  when  I’m  C)f  age  I’ll  be  no  bastard,  I  promise 
you.  I  have  been  thinking  of  Bet  Bouncer,  and  the  miller’s  grey 
mare  to  begin  with.  But  come,  my  boys,  drink  about  and  b<> 
merry,  for  you  pay  no  reckoning.  Weil,  Stingo,  what’s  the 
matter  ? 


Enter  Stingo,  the  landlord,  l. 

Stingo.  There  be  two  gentlemen,  in  a  j>ost  chaise,  at  the  door 
— they  have  lost  their  way  upo’  the  forest,  and  they  are  talking- 
something  about  Mr.  Ilardcastle. 

Tony.  As  sure  as  can  be,  one  of  them  must  bo  the  gentleman 
that’s  coming  down  to  court  my  sister.  Do  they  seem  to  bu 
Londoners  ? 

Stingo.  I  believe  they  may.  They  look  woundlly  bko  ErcnchmeTi. 

Tony.  Then  desire  them  to  step  this  way,  and  ITl  s(d  them  right 
in  a  twinkling.  Exit  Stingo,  l. 

Ocntlcmen,  as  they  mayn’t  bo  good  enough  company  for  you,  ste]> 
down  for  a  moment,  and  ITl  be  with  you  in  the  squeezing  of 
a  lemon.  Exeunt  Mon,  l.u.e. 

Eathcr  in-Law  has  been  calling  ni  '  a  whelp,  and  hound,  this 
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half-year.  Now  if  I  pleased  I  could  ho  so  revenged  upon  the  old 
grumblotonian.  But  tJien  I’m  afraid — afraid  of  wiiat  ?  1  sliall  soon 
he  worth  fifteen  Imndi’cd  a-yoar,  and  lot  him  frighten  mo  out  of 
that  if  he  can. 


Enter  Stingo,  conduct  in  j  Maulow  and  Hastings,  l. 

Mahloav.  What  a  tedious,  uncomfortahle  day  have  we  liad  of  it. 
We  were  told  it  was  hut  forty  miles  across  the  country,  and  we  have 
come  above  tlireescore. 

Hast.  And  all,  Marlow,  from  that  unaccountable  reserve  of  yours, 
that  would  not  let  us  inquire  more  frequently  on  the  way. 

Mar.  (l.c.)  I  own,  Hastings,  I  am  unwilling  to  lay  mj^self  under 
an  obligation  to  everyone  I  meet,  and  often  stand  the  chance  of  an 
unmannerly  answer. 

Hast,  (l.)  At  present,  however,  we  are  not  likely  to  receive  any 
answer. 

^  Tony,  (r.c.)  No  offence,  gentlemen;  but  I’m  told  you  have  been 
inquiring  for  one  Mr.  Hardcastle,  in  these  parts.  Ho  you  know 
what  part  of  the  country  you  are  in  ? 

Hast.  Not  in  the  least,  sir ;  but  should  thank  you  for  information. 

Tony.  Nor  in  the  way  you  came  ? 

Hast.  No,  sir;  but  if  you  can  inform  us - 

Tony.  AVhy,  gentlemen,  if  you  know  neither  the  road  you  are 
going,  nor  where  you  are,  nor  the  road  you  came,  the  first  thing  I 
liave  to  inform  you  is  that — you  have  lost  your  way. 

Mar.  We  wanted  no  ghost  to  tell  us  that. 

Tony.  Pray,  gentlemen,  may  I  be  so  bold  as  to  ask  the  place  from 
whence  you  came  ? 

Mar.  That’s  not  necessary  towards  directing  us  where  we  are  to  go. 

Tony.  No  offence  :  but  question  for  question  is  all  fair,  you  know. 
Iiay,  gentlemen,  is  not  this  same  Hardcastle  a  cross-grain’d,  old- 
fashion  d,  whimsical  fellow,  with  an  ugly  face,  a  daughter,  and  a 
pretty  son  ?  °  ’ 

Hast.  We  have  not  seen  the  gentleman,  but  he  has  the  family 
YOU  mention.  ^ 

Tony.  The  daughter  a  tall,  trapesing,  trolloping,  talkative  may- 
pole— the  son  a  pretty,  well-bred,  agreeable  youth,  that  everybody 
is  fond  of. 

Mar.  Our  information  differs  in  this ;  the  daughter  is  said  to  be 
well-bred  and  beautiful ;  the  son,  an  awkward  booby,  reared  un  and 
spoiled  at  his  mother’s  apron-string.  ^ 

Tony.  He-he-hem~then,  gentlemen,  all  I  have  to  tell  you  is 
that  you  won’t  reach  Mr.  Hardcastle’s  house  this  night  I  believe  ' 

Tony.  It  s  a  damn  d  long,  dark,  boggy,  dirty,  dangerous  way. 
^tingo,  tell  the  gentlemen  the  way  to  Mr.  Hardcastle’s  (winks  to 
.Stingo,  going  toiR.)’  Mr.  Hardcastle’s,  of  Quagmire  Marsh  •  von 
understand  me.  ’  ^ 
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Stixgo.  (c.)  Master  Hardcastle’s  I  Lack-a-claisy,  my  masters, 
you’re  come  a  deadly  deal  wrong !  AVlien  you  came  to  tlie  bottom 
of  the  hill,  you  should  have  crossed  down  Squash  Lane. 

Mar.  Cross  down  Squash  Lane  ? 

Stingo.  Then  you  were  to  keep  straightforward  till  you  came  to 
four  roads. 

Mar.  Come  to  where  four  roads  meet  ? 

Tony.  Ay,  but  you  must  be  sure  to  take  only  one  of  them. 

Mar.  0,  sir,  you’re  facetious. 

Tony.  Then  keeping  to  the  right,  you  are  to  go  sideways  till  you 
come  upon  Crackskull  Common ;  there  you  must  look  sharp  for 
the  track  of  the  wheel,  and  go  forward  till  you  come  to  farmer 
Murrain’s  barn.  Coming  to  the  farmer’s  barn  you  are  to  turn  to 
the  right,  and  then  to  the  left,  and  then  to  the  right-about  again,  till 
you  find  out  the  old  mill — 

Mar.  Zounds,  man !  we  could  as  soon  find  out  the  longitude. 

Hast.  What’s  to  be  done,  Marlow  ? 

Mar.  This  house  promises  but  a  poor  reception  ;  though  perhaps 
the  landlord  can  accommodate  us. 

Stingo.  Alack,  master,  we  have  but  one  spare  bed  in  tho  whole 
house. 

Tony.  And,  to  my  knowledge,  that’s  taken  up  by  three  lodgers 
already.  {^Af ter  a  pause,  in  which  the  rest  seem  disconcerted)  I  have 
hit  it ;  don’t  you  think,  Stingo,  our  landlady  would  accommodate  the 
gentlemen  by  the  fireside  with  three  chairs  and  a  bolster  ? 

Hast.  I  hate  sleeping  by  the  fireside. 

Mar.  And  I  detest  your  three  chairs  and  a  bolster. 

Tony.  You  do,  do  you?  then  let  me  see — what  if  you  go  on  a 
mile  further,  to  the  Buck’s  Head,  the  old  Buck’s  Head,  on  the  hill, 
one  of  the  best  inns  in  the  whole  country. 

Hast.  0,  ho !  so  we  have  escaped  an  adventure  for  this  night, 
however. 

Stingo,  {apart  to  Tony)  Sure  you  ben’t  sending  them  to  your 
father’s  as  an  inn,  be  you  ? 

Tony.  Mum,  you  fool  you ;  let  them  find  that  out.  {To  them)  You 
have  only  to  keep  on  straightforward  till  you  come  to  a  large 
house  on  the  road-side :  you’ll  see  a  pair  of  large  horns  over  the 
door,  that’s  the  sign  :  drive  up  the  yard,  and  call  stoutly  about  you. 

Hast.  Sir,  we  are  obliged  to  you.  The  servants  can’t  miss  tlie 
way  ? 

Tony.  No,  no;  but  I  tell  you,  though,  the  landlord  is  rich,  and 
going  to  leave  off  business ;  so  he  wants  to  be  thought  a  gentleman, 
saving  your  presence — he,  he,  he !  He’ll  be  for  giving  you  his 
company,  and,  ecod,  if  you  mind  him,  he’ll  persuade  you  that  liis 
mother  was  an  alderman,  and  his  aunt  a  justice  of  peace. 

Stingo.  A  troublesome  old  blade,  to  be  sure ;  but  he  keeps  as 
good  wines  and  beds  as  any  in  the  whole  country. 

Mar.  Well,  if  he  supplies  us  with  these,  we  shall  want  no  further 
connection.  We  are  to  tiiru  to  the  right,  did  you  say  ? 
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•  Tony.  No,  no,  straightforward.  I’ll  just  step  myself,  and  show 
3' on  a  piece  of  the  way.  [To  Stingo)  Mum. 

Exeunt  Tony,  Maelow,  and  Hastings,  l.  1  e. 

Stingo.  Ah,  bless  j^our  heart,  for  a  sweet,  pleasant,  mischievous 
son  of  a -  Exit  Stingo,  l. 

{If  performed  in  Five  Acts,  the  first  ends  here.) 

Scene  III. — An  old-fashioned  House. 

Enter  Haedcastle,  followul  hy  Diggoey  and  three  or  four  awhward 

Servants,  e. 

Hard,  (c.)  Well,  I  hope  you  are  perfect  in  the  table  exercise  I 
nave  been  teaching  jmu  these  three  days.  You  all  know  ^mur 
posts  and  your  places,  and  can  show  that  ^'’ou  have  been  used  to 
good  company  without  stirring  from  home. 

Omnes.  (e.  andj,.)  Ay,  ay! 

Hard.  When  company  comes,  you  are  not  to  pop  out  and  stare, 
and  then  run  in  again,  like  frighted  rabbits  in  a  warren. 

Omnes.  No,  no ! 

Hard.  You,  Diggory,  whom  I  have  taken  from  the  barn,  are  to 
make  a  show  at  the  side  table ;  and  you,  Roger,  whom  I  have 
advanced  from  the  plough,  are  to  place  yourself  behind  my  chair. 
But  you’re  not  to  stand  so,  with  your  hands  in  your  pockets.  Take 
your  hands  from  your  pockets,  Roger,  and  from  your  head,  you 
blockhead  you.  See  how  Diggory  carries  his  hands.  They’re  a 
little  too  stiff,  indeed  ;  but  that’s  no  great  matter. 

Diggory.  Ay,  mind  how  I  hold  them.  I  learned  to  hold  my  hands 
this  way  when  I  was  upon  driU  for  the  militia ;  and  so,  being  upon 
drill - 

Hard.  You  must  not  be  so  talkative,  Diggory ;  you  must  be  all 
attention  to  the  guests.  You  must  hear  us  talk,  and  not  think  of 
talking ;  you  must  see  us  drink,  and  not  think  of  (hanking ;  you 
must  see  us  eat,  and  not  think  of  eating. 

Dig.  By  the  laws,  your  worship,  that’s  perfectly  impossible. 
Whenever  Diggory  sees  yeating  going  forward,  ecocl,  he’s  always 
wishing  for  a  mouthful  himself. 

Hard.  Blockhead  I  Is  not  a  bellyful  in  the  kitchen  as  good  as  a 
bellyful  in  the  parlour  ?  Stay  your  stomach  with  that  reflection. 

Dig.  Ecod,  I  thank  your  worship.  I'll  make  a  shift  to  stay  my 
stomach  with  a  slice  of  cold  beef  in  the  pantry. 

Hard.  Diggory,  you  are  too  talkative.  Then,  if  I  happen  to  say 
a  good  thing,  or  tell  a  good  story  at  table,  you  must  not  all  bursb 
out  a  laughing,  as  if  you  made  part  of  the  company. 

Dig.  Then,  ecod,  your  worship  must  not  tell  the  story  of  ould 

Grouse  in  the  gun-room  :  I  can’t  help  laughing  at  that _ he,  he,  he 

he  I  for  the  soul  of  me.  We  have  laughed  at  that  these  twenty 
years — ha,  ha,  ha  I  [all  laugh)  ^ 

Hard.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  The  story  is  a  good  one.  Well,  honest 
Diggory,  you  may  laugh  at  that ;  but  still,  remember  to  be  attentive. 
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Suppose  one  of  tlie  company  should  call  for  a  glass  of  wine — liow 
will  you  behave?  A  glass  of  wine,  sir,  if  you  please  {to  Diggouy). 
Eh !  why  don’t  you  move  ? 

Dig.  Ecod,  your  worship,  I  never  have  courage  till  I  see  the 
eatables  and  drinkables  brought  upo’  the  table,  and  then  I’m  as 
bauld  as  a  lion. 

Hard.  A  glass  of  wine,  if  you  please.  What,  will  nobody  move  ? 

1st  Servant.  I’m  not  to  leave  this  ^ilace. 

2nd  Servani.  I’m  sure  iTs  no  pleace  of  mine. 

3rd  Servant.  Nor  mine,  for  sartain. 

Dig.  AVauns !  and  I’m  sure  it  canna  be  mine. 

Hard.  A'ou  numskulls !  and  so,  while,  like  your  betters,  you  are 
quarrelling  for  places,  the  guests  must  be  starv’d.  0,  you  dunces! 
I  find  I  must  begin  all  over  again.  But  don’t  I  hear  a  coach  drive 
into  the  yard?  {Bell  rings.)  To  your  posts,  you  blockheads.  I’ll  go 
in  the  meantime  and  give  my  old  friend’s  son  a  hearty  welcome  at 
the  gate.  Bxit,  l. 

Dig.  By  the  elevens,  my  place  is  gone  quite  out  of  my  head. 

Exit,  1. 

Eoger.  I  know  that  my  place  is  to  be  everywhere. 

1st  Servant.  AYhere  the  devil  is  mine? 

2nd  Servant.  My  place  is  to  be  nowhere  at  all ;  and  so  I’ze  go 
about  my  business. 

Exeunt  Servants,  running  about  as  if  frightened,  different  ways. 

Enter  Diggory  with  candles,  loreceding  Marlow  and  Hastings,  l.  ; 
he  places  the  candles  on  table,  gives  a  military  salute,  and  marches  off,  l. 

Hast.  After  the  disappointments  of  the  day,  welcome  once  more, 
Charles,  to  the  comforts  of  a  clean  room  and  a  good  fire.  Upon 
my  word,  a  very  well  looking  house— antique,  but  creditable. 

Mar.  The  usual  fate  of  a  large  mansion.  Having  first  ruined 
the  master  by  good  housekeeping,  it  at  last  comes  to  levy  contribu¬ 
tions  as  an  inn. 

Hast.  As  you  say,  we  passengers  are  to  be  taxed  to  pay  all  these 
fineries.  I  have  often  seen  a  good  sideboard,  or  a  marble  chimney- 
]iiece,  though  not  actually  put  in  the  bill,  inflame  the  biU  con¬ 
foundedly. 

Mar.  Travellers,  George,  must  pay  in  all  places ;  the  only 
difference  is,  that  in  good  inns  you  pay  dearly  for  luxuries — in  bad 
inns  you  are  fleeced  and  starved. 

Hast.  You  have  lived  pretty  much  among  them.  In  truth,  I 
liave  been  often  surprised  that  you  who  have  seen  so  much  of  the 
world,  with  your  natural  good  sense  and  your  many  ojiportunities, 
could  never  yet  acquire  a  requisite  share  of  assurance. 

Mar.  The  Englishman’s  malady;  but  tell  me,  George,  where 
could  I  have  learned  that  assurance  you  talk  of  ?  My  life  has  been 
cliiefly  spent  in  a  college  or  an  inn,  in  seclusion  from  that  lovely 
part  of  the  creation  that  chiefly  teach  men  confidence.  I  don’t  know 
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tliat  I  was  over  familiarly  acquainted  with  a  single  modest  woman, 
except  my  mother,  but  among  females  of  another  class,  you  know — 

Hast.  Ay,  among  them  you  are  impudent  enough  of  all  conscience. 

Mar.  They  are  of  us,  you  know. 

Hast.  Put  in  the  company  ot  women  of  reputation,  I  never  saw 
such  an  idiot,  such  a  trembler ;  you  look  for  all  the  world  as  if  you 
wanted  an  opportunitv  of  stealing  out  of  tlie  room. 

Mar.  Wliy,  man,  that’s  because  I  do  want  to  steal  out  of  the 
room.  Faith,  I  have  often  formed  a  resolution  to  break  the  ice,  and 
rattle  away  at  any  rate,  but  I  don’t  know  how ;  a  single  glance  from 
a  pair  of  fine  eyes  has  totally  overset  my  resolution.  An  impudent 
fellow  may  counterfeit  modesty,  but  I’ll  be  hanged  if  a  modest  man 
can  ever  counterfeit  impudence. 

Hast.  If  you  could  say  but  half  the  fine  things  to  them  that  I 
have  heard  you  lavish  upon  the  barmaid  of  an  inn,  or  even  a 
college  bed  maker - 

Mar.  Why,  Greorge,  I  can’t  say  fine  things  to  them — they  freeze, 
they  petrify  me.  They  may  talk  of  a  comet,  or  a  burning  mountain, 
or  some  such  bagatelle ;  but  to  me,  a  modest  woman,  drest  out  in 
all  her  finery,  is  the  most  tremendous  object  of  the  whole  creation. 

Hast.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  At  this  rate,  man,  how  can  you  ever  exj)ect 
to  marry  ? 

Mar  Never,  unless,  as  among  kings  and  princes,  my  bride  were 
to  be  courted  by  proxy.  If,  indeed,  like  an  eastern  bridegroom, 
one  were  to  be  introduced  to  a  wife  he  never  saw  before,  it  might  be 
endured ;  but  to  go  through  all  the  terrors  of  a  formal  courtship, 
together  with  the  episode  of  aunts,  grandmothers,  cousins,  and  at 
last  to  blurt  out  the  broad-staring  question  of  Madam,  will  you 
marry  me  ?  No,  no  ;  that’s  a  strain  much  above  me,  I  assure  you. 

Hast.  I  pity  you !  But  how  do  you  intend  behaving  to  the  lady 
you  are  come  down  to  visit  at  the  request  of  your  father  ? 

Mar.  As  I  behave  to  all  other  ladies.  Bow  very  low — answer 
yes,  or  no,  to  all  her  demands  ;  but  for  the  rest,  I  don’t  think  I  shall 
venture  to  look  in  her  face  till  I  see  my  father’s  again. 

Hast.  I’m  surprised  that  one  who  is  so  warm  a  friend  can  be  so 
cool  a  lover. 

Mar.  To  be  explicit,  my  dear  Hastings,  my  chief  inducement 
down  was  to  be  instrumental  in  forwarding  your  happiness,  not  my 
own.  Miss  Neville  loves  you  :  the  family  don’t  know  you ;  as  my 
friend,  you  are  sure  of  a  reception,  and  let  honour  do  the  rest. 

Enter  Hardcastle,  l. 

Hard.  Gentlemen,  once  more,  you  are  heartily  welcome.  Which 
is  Mr.  Marlow?  (Marlow  advances.)  Sir,  you’re  heartily  welcome. 
It’s  not  my  way,  you  see,  to  receive  my  friends  with  my  back  to  the 
fire ;  I  like  to  give  them  a  hearty  reception  in  the  old  style  at  my 
gate  :  I  like  to  see  their  horses  and  trunks  taken  care  of. 

Mar.  {aside).  He  has  got  our  names  from  the  se  vants  already. 
(7k  Hardcastle)  We  approve  your  caution  and  hospitality,  sir. 
{To  Hastings)  I  have  been  thinking,  George,  of  changing  our 
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travelling  dresses  in  the  morning ;  I  am  grown  confoundedljr 
ashamed  of  mine.  {Thexj  cross  to  l.) 

Hard.  I  beg,  Mr.  Marlow,  you’ll  use  no  ceremony  in  this  house. 

Hast.  I  fancy,  Charles,  you’re  right :  the  first  blow  is  half  the 
battle.  We  must,  however,  oj)en  the  campaign. 

Hard.  Mr.  Marlow — Mr.  Hastings — gentlemen — pray  be  under 
no  restraint  in  this  house.  This  is  Liberty  Hall,  gentlemen :  you 
may  do  just  as  j^ou  please  here. 

Mar.  Yet,  Greorge,  if  we  open  the  campaign  too  fiercely  at  first, 
we  may  want  ammunition  before  it  is  over.  We  must  shew  our 
generalsliip  by  securing,  if  necessary,  a  retreat.  {They  cross,  r.) 

Hard.  Your  talking  of  a  retreat,  Mr.  Marlow  {comes  between  them), 
puts  me  in  mind  of  the  Duke  of  Marlborough,  when  he  went  to 
besiege  Denain.  He  first  summoned  the  garrison — 

Mar.  Ay,  and  we’ll  summon  your  garrison,  old  boy  {slapping 
him  on  the  bach). 

Hard.  He  first  summoned  the  garrison,  which  might  consist  of 
about  five  thousand  men — 

Hast.  Marlow,  what’s  o’clock  ? 

Hard.  1  say,  gentlemen,  as  I  was  telling  you,  he  summoned  the 
garrison,  which  might  consist  of  about  five  thousand  men — 

Mar.  {after  loohinq  at  his  watch)  Eive  minutes  to  seven. 

Hard.  Which  might  consist  of  about  five  thousand  men,  well 
appointed  with  stores,  ammunition,  and  other  implements  of  war. 
Now,  says  the  Duke  of  Marlborough,  to  George  Brooks,  that  stood 
next  to  him — you  must  have  heard  of  George  Brooks — I’ll  pawn  my 
dukedom,  says  he,  but  I  take  that  garrison  without  spilling  a  cLop 
of  blood.  So — 

Mar.  But,  my  good  friend,  if  you  give  us  a  glass  of  punch  in  the 
meantime,  it  will  help  us  to  carry  on  the  siege  with  vigour. 

Hard.  Punch,  sir ! — This  is  the  most  unaccountable  kind  of 
modesty  I  ever  met  with  {aside). 

Mar.  Yes,  sir,  punch.  A  glass  of  warm  punch  after  our  journey 
will  be  comfortable.  This  is  Liberty  Hall,  you  know.  {Sits,  r.c.) 

Enter  Diggory  with  a  tanhard,  l. 

Hard.  Here’s  a  cup,  sir. 

Mar.  So  this  fellow,  in  his  Liberty  Hall,  will  only  let  us  have  just 
what  he  pleases  {aside  to  Hastings). 

Hard,  {taking  the  cup)  I  hope  you’ll  find  it  to  your  mind.  I  have 
prepared  it  with  my  own  hands,  and  I  believe  you’ll  own  the 
ingredients  are  tolerable.  Will  you  be  so  good  as  to  pledge  me,  sir  ? 
Here,  Mr.  Marlow,  here  is  to  our  better  acquaintance.  {Sits,  c., 
drinks  and  gives  the  cup  to  Marlow). 

Mar.  a  very  impudent  fellow  this ;  but  he’s  a  character,  and  I’ll 
humour  him  a  little  {aside).  Sir,  my  service  to  you. 

Hast.  I  see  this  fellow  wants  to  give  us  his  company,  and  forgets 
that  he’s  an  innkeeper  before  he  has  learned  to  be'  a  gentleman 
{aside  ;  sits,  l.c.) 
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Mae.  Erom  tlie  excellence  of  your  cup,  my  old  friend,  I  supjiose 
you  Pave  a  good  deal  of  business  in  tliis  part  of  tlie  country. 
Warm  work,  now  and  then,  at  elections,  I  suppose.  [Gives  the  tankard 
to  Haedcastle.) 

Haed.  No,  sir,  I  have  long  given  that  work  over.  Since  our 
betters  have  hit  upon  the  expedient  of  electing  each  other,  there’s 
no  business  for  us.  [Gives  the  tankard  to  Hastings.) 

Hast.  So  then  you  have  no  tuni  for  politics,  I  find. 

Haed.  Not  in  the  least.  There  was  a  time,  indeed,  I  fretted 
myself  about  the  mistakes  of  Government,  like  other  people ; 
but  finding  myself  every  day  grow  more  angry,  and  the  Govern¬ 
ment  growing  no  better,  I  left  it  to  mend  itself.  Since  that,  I 
no  more  trouble  my  head  about  who’s  in  or  who’s  out  than  I  do 
about  John  Nokes  or  Tom  Stiles.  So  my  service  to  you. 

Hast.  So  that  with  eating  above  stairs  and  di’inking  below,  with 
receiving  your  friends  within,  and  amusing  them  without,  you  lead 
a  good,  pleasant,  bustling  life  of  it. 

^  Hard.  I  do  stir  about  a  good  deal,  that’s  certain.  Half  the 
differences  of  the  parish  are  adjusted  in  this  very  parlour. 

Mar.  [after  drinking)  And  you  have  an  argument  in  your  cup, 
old  gentleman,  better  than  any  in  Westminster  Hall. 

Hard.  Ay,  young  gentleman,  that  and  a  little  philosophy. 

Mar.  Well,  this  is  the  first  time  I  ever  heard  of  an  innkeeper’s 
philosophy  [aside). 

Hast.  So  then,  like  an  experienced  general,  you  attack  them 
on  every  quarter.  If  you  find  their  reason  manageable,  you  attack 
them  with  your  philosophy  ;  if  you  find  they  have  no  reason,  you 
attack  them  with  this.  Here’s  your  health,  my  philosopher.  [Brinks.) 

Hard.  Good,  very  good,  thank  you  ;  ha,  ha  !  A^our  generalship 
puts  me  in  mind  of  Prince  Eugene,  when  he  fought  the  Turks  at 
the  battle  of  Belgrade.  You  shall  hear. 

Mar.  Instead  of  the  battle  of  Belgrade,  I  think  it’s  almost  time 
to  talk  about  supper.  What  has  your  philosophy  got  in  the  house 
for  supper  ? 

Hard.  For  supper,  sir ! — Was  ever  such  a  request  to  a  man  in 
his  own  house  !  [aside) 

Mar.  Yes,  sir ;  supper,  sir  :  I  begin  to  feel  an  appetite.  I  shall 
make  devilish  work  to-night  in  the  larder,  I  promise  you.  [Rises.) 

Hard.  Such  a  brazen  dog  sure  never  my  eyes  beheld  [aside). _ 

Why,  really,  sir,  as  for  supper,  I  can’t  well  tell.  My  Dorothy  and 
the  cookmaid  settle  these  things  between  them.  I  leave  these  kind 
of  things  entirely  to  them. 

Mar.  You  do,  do  jmu  ? 

Hard.  Entirely.  By-the-bye,  I  believe  they  are  in  actual  con¬ 
sultation  upon  what’s  for  supper  at  this  moment  in  the  kitchen. 

Mar.  Then  I  beg  they’ll  admit  me  as  one  of  their  privy  council. 
It’s  a  way  I  have  got.  When  I  travel,  I  always  choose  to  regulate 
my  own  supper.  Let  the  cook  be  called.  No  offence,  I  hope,  sir. 

Hard.  Oh,  no,  sir;  none  in  the  least:  yet,  I  don’t  know  how' 
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our  Bridget,  tlie  cookmaid,  is  not  very  communicative  ujion  tPese 
occasions.  Should  ve  send  for  her,  she  might  scold  us  all  out  of 
the  house. 

Hast.  Let’s  see  the  list  of  the  larder  then.  I  ask  it  as  a  favour 
I  always  match  my  appetite  to  my  bill  of  fare. 

Mau.  (^io  Hatidcastle,  ivJw  looks  at  them  with  suv^ovisc^  Sir,  he’s  very 
right ;  and  it’s  my  way  too. 

Hard.  Sir,  you  have  a  right  to  command  here.  Here,  Diggory! 
{calls)  bring  us  the  bill  of  fare  for  to-night’s  supper  ;  I  believe  it’s 
drawn  out.  Your  manner,  Mr.  Hastings,  j^ats  me  in  mind  of  my 
uncle.  Colonel  Wallop.  It  was  a  saying  of  his,  that  no  man  was 
sure  of  his  supper  till  he  had  eaten  it. 

Diggory  marches  in  luith  the  hill  of  fare  and  exit,  l. 

Hast.  All  upon  the  high  ropes  !  His  uncle  a  colonel !  We 
shall  soon  hear  of  his  motiier  being  a  justice  of  peace.  But  let’s 
hear  the  bill  of  fare  {aside). 

Mar.  {perusing)  What’s  here?  Eor  the  first  course;  for  the 
second  course;  for  the  dessert.  Tlie  devil,  sir!  Do  you  think 
we  have  brought  down  the  whole  Joiners’  Company,  or  the  Cor¬ 
poration  of  Bedford,  to  eat  up  such  a  supper?  Two  or  three  little 
things,  clean  and  comfortable,  will  do. 

Hast.  But  let’s  hear  it. 

Mar.  {reading)  For  the  first  course  ;  at  the  top,  a  pig  and  prune 
sauce. 

Hast.  Curse  your  pig,  I  say. 

Mar.  And  curse  your  prune  sauce,  I  say. 

Hard,  {aside)  And  curse  your  nice  stomachs  say  I. — And  yet, 
gentlemen,  to  men  that  are  hungiy,  pig  with  prune  sauce  is  very 
good  eating. — Their  impudence  confounds  me  {aside). — Gentlemen, 
you  are  my  guests  ;  make  what  alteration  you  please.  Is  there 
anything  else  you  wish  to  retrench  or  alter,  gentlemen  ? 

_  Mar.  Item  — A  pork  pie,  a  boiled  rabbit  and  sausages,  a  floren- 
tine,  a  shaking  pudding,  and  a  dish  of  tiff — taff — taffety  cream. 

Hast.  Confound  your  made  dishes  !  I  shall  be  as  much  at  a  loss 
in  this  house  as  at  a  green  and  yellow  dinner  at  the  French 
Ambassador’s  table.  I’m  for  plain  eating. 

Hard.  I’m  sorry,  gentlemen,  that  I  have  nothing  you  like ;  but 
if  tliere  be  anything  you  have  a  particular  fancy  to - 

Mar.  AVliy,  really,  sir,  your  bill  of  fare  is  so  exquisite,  that  any 
one  part  of  it  is  full  as  good  as  another.  Send  us  what  you  please. 
So  niucli  for  supper.  And  now  to  see  that  our  beds  are  aired,  and 
properly  taken  care  of. 

Hard.  I  entreat  you’ll  leave  all  that  to  me.  Y^ou  shall  not  stir  a 
step. 

Mar.  Leave  that  to  you  1  I  protest,  sir,  you  must  excuse  me ;  I 
always  look  to  these  things  myself. 

Hard.  I  must  insist,  sir,  you’ll  make  yourself  easy  on  that  head. 
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Mar.  You  see  I’m  resolved  on  it. — A  very  troublesome  fellow  as 
ever  I  met  with  {^asicle,  and  exit,  r.) 

Hard.  Well,  sir,  I’m  resolved  at  least  to  attend  you. — This  may 
be  modern  modesty,  but  I  never  saw  anything’  look  so  like  old- 
fashioned  impudence  (aside).  Hardcastle, R. 

Hast.  So  1  find  this  fellow’s  civilities  begin  to  grow  troublesome. 
But  who  can  bo  angry  with  those  assiduities  which  are  meant  to 
please  him  ?  Ha  I  what  do  I  see  ?  Miss  NeviUe,  by  all  that’s  ha2)p3'. 

iEhter  Miss  Neville,  l. 

Miss  N .  My  dear  Hastings !  To  what  unexpected  good  fortune, 
to  what  accident,  am  I  to  ascribe  this  happy  meeting  ? 

Hast.  Eather  let  me  ask  the  same  question,  as  I  could  never 
have  hoped  to  meet  my  dearest  Constance  at  an  inn  ? 

^Miss  N.  An  inn  !  you  mistake  :  my  aunt,  my  guardian  lives  here. 
W  liat  could  induce  you  to  think  this  house  an  inn  ? 

Hast.  My  friend,  Mr.  Marlow,  with  whom  I  came  down,  and  I, 
have  been  sent  here  as  to  an  inn,  I  assure  you.  A  young  fellow, 
whom  we  accidentally  met  at  a  house  liard  by,  directed  us  hither. 

Miss  N.  Certainly  it  must  be  one  of  my  hopeful  cousin’s  tricks, 
of  whom  you  have  heard  me  talk  so  often.  Ha,  ha  ! 

Hast.  He  whom  your  aunt  intends  for  you?  He  of  whom  I 
have  such  just  apprehensions? 

Miss  N.  You  have  nothing  to  fear  from  him,  I  assure  you. 
You’d  adore  him  if  you  knew  how  heartily  he  despises  me.  My 
aunt  knows  it  too,  and  has  undertaken  to  court  me  for  him,  and 
actually  begins  to  think  she  has  made  a  conquest. 

Hast.  Thou  dear  dissembler !  You  must  know,  my  Constance,  I 
have  just  seized  this  happy  02:)portunity  of  my  friend’s  visit  here  to- 
get  admittance  into  the  family.  The  horses  that  carried  us  down 
are  now  fatigued  with  the  journey,  but  they’U  soon  be  refreshed, 
and  then,  if  my  dearest  girl  will  trust  in  her  faitliful  Hastings,  we 
shall  soon  be  out  of  their  power. 

Miss  N.  I  have  often  told  you  that,  though  ready  to  obey  you,  I 
yet  should  leave  my  little  fortune  behind  with  reluctance.  The 
greatest  part  of  it  was  left  me  by  my  uncle,  the  India  director,  and 
chiefly  consists  of  jewels.  I  have  been  for  some  time  persuadino' 
my  aunt  to  let  me  wear  them — I  fancy  I’m  very  near  succeedino’^ 
the  instant  they  are  put  into  my  possesion,  you  shall  find  me  read}' 
to  make  them  and  myself  yours. 

Hast.  Perish  the  baubles  I  Your  person  is  all  I  desire.  In  the 
meantime,  my  friend  Marlow  must  not  be  let  into  his  mistake.  I 
know  the  strange  reserve  of  his  temper  is  such  that,  if  abruptly 
informed  of  it,  he  would  instantly  quit  the  house,  before  our  idan 
was  ripe  for  execution. 

Miss  N.  But  how  shall  we  keep  liim  in  the  deception  ?  J^Iiss 
Hardcastle  is  just  returned  from  walking  ;  what  if  we  persuade  him 
slie  is  coine  to  tiiis  house  as  to  an  inn  ?  Come  this  way.  (I'hci/ 
confer. ) 
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Jointer  Marlo^',  r. 

Mar,  The  assiduities  of  these  good  people  tease  me  be3'Oiid 
hearing.  M}^  host  seems  to  think  it  ill  manners  to  leave  me  alone, 
and  so  he  claps  not  onl}^  himself,  hut  his  old-fashioned  wife  on  my 
hack.  The}'  talk  of  coming  to  sup  with  us  too ;  and  then,  I 
suppose,  we  are  to  run  the  gauntlet  through  all  the  rest  of  the 
fanlil3^  What  have  we  got  here  ? 

Hast.  My  dear  Charles,  let  me  congratulate  3^011.  The  most 
fortunate  accident !  AVho  do  3'ou  think  has  just  alighted  ? 

Mar.  (r.)  Cannot  guess. 

Hast.  Our  mistresses,  ho}' — Miss  Hardcastle  and  Miss  Neville. 
Give  me  leave  to  introduce  Miss  Constance  Neville  to  3'our  acquaint¬ 
ance.  Happening  to  dine  in  the  neighhoiirhood,  the}-  called,  on 
their  return,  to  take  fresh  horses  here.  Miss  Hardcastle  has  just 
stepped  into  the  next  room,  and  will  ho  hack  in  an  instant.  AVasn’t 
it  luck}-,  eh  ? 

Mar.  I  have  just  been  mortified  enough  of  all  conscience,  and 
here  conies  something  to  complete  my  emharrassnient  {aside). 

Hast.  Well,  hut  wasn’t  it  the  most  fortunate  thing  in  the  world  ? 

Mar.  Oh,  yes — very  fortunate — a  most  joyful  encounter.  But 
our  dresses,  George,  you  know,  are  in  disorder.  What  if  we  should 
postpone  the  happiness  till  to-morrow?  To-morrow  at  her  own 
house — it  will  he  every  hit  as  convenient,  and  rather  more  resj)ect- 
ful.  To-morrow  let  it  he  [offering  to  go). 

Miss  N.  (l.)  By  no  moans,  sir.  Your  ceremony  will  displease 
her.  The  disorder  of  your  dress  will  show  the  ardour  of  your 
impatience.  Besides,  she  knows  you  are  in  the  house,  and  will 
permit  you  to  see  her. 

Mar.  Oh,  the  devil !  How  shall  I  siqiport  it  ?  Hem  !  hem ! 
Hastings,  you  must  not  go  ; — you  are  to  assist  me,  you  kiiovc.  I 
shall  be  confoundedly  ridiculous.  Yet,  hang  it !  I’ll  take  courage. 
Hem  !  [aside  to  Hastixgs). 

Hast.  Pshaw,  man !  ’tis  hut  the  first  plunge,  and  all’s  over. 
She’s  hut  a  woman,  you  know  [aside  to  Marlow). 

Mar.  And  of  all  women,  she  that  I  dread  most  to  encounter. 

Enter  Miss  Hardcastle,  l.  as  returning  from  ivalking — a  lonnet,  ^-c. 

Hast,  [introduciiig  them)  Miss  Hardcastle — Mr.  Marlow.  I’m 
proud  of  bringing  two  persons  together  who  only  want  to  know  to 
esteem  each  other. 

Miss  H.  [aside)  Now  for  meeting  my  modest  gentleman  with  a 
demure  face,  and  quite  in  his  own  inanner. — [After  a  pause,  in  ivhich 
he  appears  verg  uneasy  and  disconcerted)  I’m  glad  of  your  safe  arrival, 
sir.  I’m  told  you  had  some  accidents  by  the  way. 

Mar.  Only  a  few,  madam.  Yes,  we  had  some.  Yes,  madam,  a 
good  many  accidents  ;  hut  should  he  sorry,  madam — or  rather,  glad 
— of  any  accidents  tliat  are  so  agreeahly  concluded.  Hem  ! 

Hast.  (r.  aside  to  Marlow)  Y'ou  never  spoke  better  in  your 
whole  life.  Keep  it  up,  and  I’ll  ensure  you  the  victory. 
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Miss  H.  I’m  afraid  you  flatter,  sir.  You  tliat  have  seen  so  much 
of  the  finest  company  can  find  little  entertainment  in  an  obscure 
corner  of  the  country. 

jMa,?..  {gathering  courage)  I  have  lived,  indeed,  in  the  vrorld, 
madam  ;  but  I  have  kept  very  little  company.  I  have  been  but  an 
observer  upon  life,  madam,  while  others  were  enjoying  it. 

Miss  H.  An  observer,  like  ^''ou,  upon  life,  were,  I  fear,  disagre- 
ably  employed,  since  you  must  have  had  much  more  to  censure  than 
to  approve. 

Mar.  Pardon  mo,  madam  :  I  was  always  willing  to  be  amused. 
The  folly  of  most  people  is  rather  an  object  of  my  mirth  than 
uneasiness. 

Hast,  {aside  to  Mar.)  Bravo,  bravo !  never  spoke  so  well  in  your 
whole  life. — Well,  Miss  Hardcastle,  I  see  that  3'ou  and  Mr.  Marlow 
are  going  to  be  very  good  company.  I  believe  our  being  here  will 
but  embarrass  the  interview. 

Mar.  Not  hi  the  least,  Mr.  Hastings  {seizing  him).  We  like 
your  company  of  aU  things. — {Aside  to  Hastings)  Zounds,  George, 
sure  you  won’t  go.  How  can  you  leave  us. 

Hast.  Our  presence  will  but  spoil  conversation,  so  we’ll  retire  to 
the  next  room. — {Aside  to  Marlow)  You  don’t  consider,  man,  that  we 
are  to  manage  a  little  tete-a-tete  of  our  own. 

Hxeunt  Hastings  and  Miss  Neville,  r. 

M^ar.  {after  a  'pause)  What  the  devil  shall  I  do? — will  you  please 
to  be  seated,  madam  ?  { Gets  a  chair  and  sits  doicn,  recollects  himself 
and  rises  in  confusion,  places  a  chair  for  her,  l.  c.,  then  sits,  c. — another 
pause.)  I  say,  ma’am. 

Miss  H.  Sir ! 

Mar.  Ma’am!  {Pause.)  I  am  afraid,  ma’am — I  am — not  so — 
happy — as  to — as  to - 

Miss  H.  As  to  what,  sir  ? 

Mar.  As  to — make  myself — that  is  make  myself — agreeable — to 
the  ladies. 

IMiss  H.  I  hope,  sir,  they  have  employed  some  part  of  j^our 
addresses.  {Draws  her  chair  towards  him.) 

Mar.  {relapsing  into  timiditii)  Pardon  me,  madam,  I — _ as 

yet  have  studied — onl}- — to — deserve  them. 

Miss  H.  And  that,  some  say,  is  the  very  worst  wav  to  obtain 
them. 

M.ar.  Perhaps  so,  madam ;  but  I  love  to  converse  only  with  the 
more  grave  and  sensible  part  of  the  sex  {rising).  But,  I’m  afraid 
I  grow  tiresome.  ’ 

IMiss  H.  N^ot  at  all,  sir ,  tlieie  is  nothing  I  like  so  much  as  ^rave 
conversation  myself  ;  I  could  hear  it  for  ever — indeed,  I  have  ^ften 
lieen  surprised  how  a  man  of  sentiment  could  ever  admire  those 
light  airy  ideasures,  where  nothing  reaches  the  heart. 

Mar.  {sits,  talcing  his  chair  from  her  towards  r.)  It’s — a  disease _ 

of  the  mind,  madam.  In  the  variety  of  tastes,  there  must  be  some 
wlio,  wanting  a  relish — for — um — a — um - 
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Miss  H.  I  understand  you,  sir.  There  must  he  some  who, 
wanting  a  relish  for  refined  pleasures,  pretend  to  despise  what  they 
are  incapable  of  tasting  {^movin']  to 'cards  him). 

Mar.  My  meaning,  madam — but  infinitely  better  expressed. 
And  I  can’t  help  observing,  that  in  this  age  of  hypocrisy — a 
[sliding  his  chair  jrom  her) - 

Miss  H.  Who  could  ever  suppose  this  fellow  impudent  upon 
some  occasions  !  [aside) — You  were  going  to  observe,  sir - 

Mar.  I  Avas  observing,  madam — L  protest,  madam,  I  forget  what 
I  was  going  to  observe. 

Miss  H.  I  vow,  and  so  do  I  [aside). — You  were  observing,  sir, 
that  in  this  age  of  hypocrisy — something  about  hypocrisy,  sir — 

Mar.  Yes,  madam ;  in  this  age  of  hypocrisy,  there  are  few,  who, 
upon  strict  enquiry,  do  not — a — a — 

Miss  H.  1  understand  you  perfectly,  sir. 

Mar.  ’Egad  !  and  that’s  more  than  I  do  myself  [aside). 

Miss  H.  You  mean  that,  in  this  hypocritical  age,  there  are  few 
tliat  do  not  condemn  in  public  what  they  practise  in  private,  and 
think  they  pay  every  debt  to  virtue  when  they  praise  it. 

Mar.  True,  madam,  those  who  have  most  virtue  in  their  mouths, 
liave  least  of  it  in  their  bosoms.  [Rises.)  But  I  see  Miss  NeAulle 
expecting  us  in  the  next  room.  I  would  not  intrude  for  the  world. 

Miss  H.  I  protest,  sir,  I  never  was  more  agreeably  entertained 
in  all  my  life.  Pray  go  on. 

Mar  Yes,  madam.  I  was — but  she  beckons  us  to  join  her. 
kladam,  shall  I  do  myself  the  honour  to  attend  you  ? 

Miss  H.  Well  then.  I’ll  follow. 

Mar.  This  pretty  smooth  dialogue  has  done  for  me  [aside). 

Rows,  runs^  against  the  side,  and  exit,  r. 

Miss  H.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  Was  there  ever  such  a  sober,  sentimental 
interview  ?  I’m  certain  he  scarce  looked  me  in  my  face  the  whole 
time.  Yet  the  fellow,  but  for  his  unaccountable  bashfulness,  is 
pretty  well  too :  he  has  good  sense,  but  then  so  buried  in  his  fears, 
that  it  fatigues  one  more  than  ignorance.  If  I  could  teach  him  a 
little  confidence  it  would  be  doing  somebody  that  I  know  of  a  piece 
of  service.  But  who  is  that  somebody  ? — that,  faith,  is  a  question  I 
can  scarcely  answer.  Exit,  n. 

Enter  Toxy  with  a  jug  of  ale,  and  Miss  Neville,  r. 

Tony.  What  do  you  follow  me  for,  cousin  Con  ?  I  wonder  you’re 
not  ashamed  to  be  so  very  engagi  g. 

Miss  N.  I  hope,  cousin,  one  may  speak  to  one’s  own  relations, 
and  not  be  to  blame. 

Tony.  Ay,  but  I  know  wliat  sort  of  a  relation  you  Avant  to  make 
me,  though;  but  it  won’t  do.  I  tell  you,  cousin  Con,  it  won’t  do; 
so  I  beg  you’ll  keep  your  distance;  I  Avant  no  nearer  relationship! 
[t^he  follows,  coquetting  ivith  him  to  l.  2  e.,  and  off.) 
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Enter  Miis.  IIaiidca.stle  and  Hastings,  e. 

Mrs.  H.  Well,  I  vow,  Mr.  Hastings,  you  are  very  entertaining. 
There’s  nothing  in  the  world  I  love  to  talk  of  so  much  as  London 
and  the  fashions,  though  I  was  never  there  myself. 

Hast.  Never  there  !  you  amaze  me !  from  your  air  and  manner, 
I  concluded  you  had  been  bred  all  your  life  either  at  Panelagh,  St. 
James’s,  or  Tower  Wharf. 

Mrs.  H.  0,  sir!  you’re  only  pleased  to  say  so.  We  country  per¬ 
sons  can  have  no  manner  at  all.  I’m  in  love  with  the  Town,  and 
that  serves  to  raise  me  above  some  of  our  neighbouring  rustics  ;  but 
who  can  have  a  manner  that  has  never  seen  the  Pantheon,  the 
Grotto  Gardens,  the  Borough,  and  such  places  where  the  nobility 
chiefly  resort?  all  I  can  do  is  to  enjoy  London  at  second-hand.  I 
take  care  to  know  every  tete-a-tete  from  the  Scandalous  Magazine, 
and  have  all  the  fashions  as  they  come  out  in  a  letter  from  the  two 
Miss  Picketts,  of  Crooked  Lane.  Pray,  how  do  you  like  this  head, 
Mr.  Hastings? 

Hast.  Extremely  elegant  and  degagee,  upon  my  word,  madam. 
Your  friseur  is  a  Frenchman,  I  suppose. 

Mrs.  H.  I  protest  I  dressed  it  myself  from  a  print  in  the  Ladies’ 
Memorandum  Book  for  the  last  year. 

Hast.  Indeed !  such  a  head  in  the  side  box  at  the  play-house 
woidd  draw  as  many  gazers  as  my  lady  mayoress  at  a  city  ball. 

Mrs.  H.  One  must  dress  a  little  particular,  or  one  may  escape  in 
the  crowd. 

Hast.  But  that  can  never  be  your  case,  madam,  in  any  dress 
{bowing'). 

Mrs.  H.  Yet,  what  signifies  my  dressing,  when  I  have  such  a 
piece  of  antiquity  by  my  side  as  Mr.  Hardcastle  ?  all  I  can  say  will 
not  argue  down  a  single  button  from  his  clothes.  I  have  oiten 
wanted  him  to  throw  off  his  great  flaxen  wig,  and  where  he  was 
bald,  to  plaster  it  over  like  my  Lord  Pately,  with  powder. 

Hast.  You  are  riglit,  madam;  for  as  among  the  ladies  there  are 
none  ugly,  so  among  the  men  there  are  none  old. 

Mrs.  H.  But  what  do  you  think  his  answer  Avas.  Why,  with 
his  usual  Gothic  vivacity,  he  said,  I  only  wanted  him  to  throw  off 
his  wig  to  convert  it  into  a  tete  for  my  owp  wearing. 

Hast.  Intolerable  I  at  yoim  age  you  may  wear  what  you  please, 
and  it  must  become  you. 

Mrs.  II.  Pray,  Mr.  Hastings,  what  do  you  take  to  be  the  most 
fashionable  age  about  Town  ? 

Hast.  Some  time  ago,  forty  was  all  the  mode  ;  but  I’m  told  the 
ladies  intend  to  bring  up  fifty  for  the  ensuing  winter. 

Mrs.  H.  Seriously  ?  Then  I  shall  be  too  young  for  the  fashion. 

Re-enter  Tony,  plagued  hg  Miss  Neville,  l. 

Hast.  No  lady  begins  now  to  put  on  jewels  till  she’s  past  forty. 
For  instance.  Miss  there,  in  a  polite  circle,  would  be  considered  as  a 
cJiild,  a  mere  maker  of  samplers. 
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Mes.  H.  And  yet  1113^  niece  tliinks  lierself  as  niiicli  a  woman,  and 
is  as  fond  of  jewels  as  the  oldest  of  ns  all. 

Hast.  Your  niece,  is  she  ?  And  that  3"onng  gentleman,  a  brother 
of  3'ours,  I  should  presume? 

Mrs.  H.  M3'  son,  sir.  The3’’  are  contracted  to  each  other. 
Observe  tlieir  little  sports.  They  fall  in  and  out  ten  times  a  day,  as 
if  they  were  man  and  wife  already.  [To  them)  Well,  Ton3%  child, 
what  soft  things  are  you  saying  to  your  cousin  Constance  this 
evening. 

Tony.  I  have  been  sa3'ing  no  soft  things  ;  but  that  it’s  very  hard 
to  be  followed  about  so.  Ecod !  I’ve  not  a  place  in  the  house  that’s 
left  to  m3'self  but  the  stable. 

Mrs.  H.  Never  mind  him.  Con,  my  dear.  He’s  in  another 
story  behind  your  back. 

Miss  N.  There’s  something  generous  in  my  cousin’s  manner. 
He  falls  out  before  faces,  to  be  forgiven  in  private. 

Tony.  (l.  c  )  That’s  a  confounded — crack. 

Mrs.  H.  Ah  !  he’s  a  sly  one.  Don’t  you  think  they’re  like 
each  other  about  the  mouth,  Mr.  Hastings?  The  Blenkinsoj^p 
mouth  to  a  T.  They’re  of  a  size  too.  Back  to  back,  ni3"  pretties, 
that  Mr.  Hastings  ma3^  see  3*011. 

Tony.  Yon  had  as  good  not  make  me,  I  tell  you.  [Pleasuring,  he 
hiochs  his  head  against  hers.) 

Miss  N.  (l.)  0  lud!  he  has  almost  cracked  my  head. 

Mrs.  H.  (r.  c.)  0  the  monster!  for  shame,  Tony.  You  a  man, 
and  behave  so  I 

Tony.  If  I’m  a  man,  let  me  have  my  fortin.  Ecod,  I’ll  not  be 
made  a  fool  of  any  longer 

Mrs.  H.  Is  this,  ungrateful  boy,  all  that  I’m  to  get  for  the  pains 
I  have  taken  in  your  education  ?  I,  that  have  rock’d  you  in  3"oiir 
cradle,  and  fed  that  prett3'  mouth  with  a  spoon  ? 

Tony.  Well  I  you  didn’t  want  to  feed  it  with  a  shovel,  did  3^011  ? 

Mrs.  H.  Did  not  1  work  that  waistcoat  to  make  you  genteel? 

Tony.  But,  ecod,  Itell  you  i’ll  not  be  made  a  fool  of  no  longer. 

Mrs.  H.  Wasn’t  it  all  for  your  good,  viper?  Wasn’t  it  all  for 
3^onr  good  ? 

Tony.  I  wish  3’ou’d  let  me  and  my  good  alone,  then.  Snubbing 
me  this  wa3'  wlien  I’m  in  spirits.  It  I’m  to  have  any  good,  let  it 
come  of  itself  ;  not  to  keep  dinging  it,  dinging  it  into  one  so. 

Mrs.  H.  That’s  false  ;  I  never  see  3'oii  when  3'ou’re  in  spirits. 
No,  Tony,  you  hen  go  to  the  alehouse  or  kennel.  I’m  never  to  be 
deligliied  witli  3'our  agreeable  Avild  notes,  unfeeling  monster  ! 

Tony.  Ecod,  mamma,  3'()ur  oaaui  notes  are  tlie  Avildest  of  the  tAvo. 

Mrs  H,  Was  ever  the  like  ?  But  I  see  he  Avants  to  break  1113* 
heart ;  I  see  he  d  -es. 

Hast,  (r.)  Dear  madam,  permit  1110  to  lecture  tlie  3mung  gentle¬ 
man  a  little.  I’m  certain  I  can  persuade  him  to  do  his  da  3'. 

Mrs.  II.  Well,  I  must  retire.  Come,  Constance,  my  liwe.  You 
see,  Mr.  Hastings,  the  Avretchedncss  of  m3^  situation  :  Avas  ever  poor 
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^vomaii  so  plagued  with  a  dear,  sweet,  pretty,  provoking,  undiitiful 
hoy? 

Exeunt  Mns.  Hardcastle  and  Miss  Neville,  n. 

Tony  (^singing) 


There  was  a  young  man  riding  by, 
And  fain  would  have  his  will. 
Twang  go  dillo  dee. 


Don’t  mind  her.  Let  her  cry.  It’s  the  comfort  of  her  heart.  I 
liave  seen  lier  and  sister  cry  over  a  hook  for  an  hour  togetlier,  and 
they  said  they  liked  the  hook  the  better  the  more  it  made  them 
crv. 

•>  , 

Hast.  Then  you’re  no  friend  to  the  ladies  I  find,  my  pretty  young 
gentleman  ? 

Tony.  That’s  as  I  find  ’um. 

Hast.  Not  to  her  of  your  mother’s  choosing,  I  dare  answer  ? 
xind  yet  she  appears  to  me  a  pretty  well-tempered  girl. 

Tony.  That’s  because  you  don’t  know  her  as  well  as  I.  Ecod  ! 
[  know  every  inch  about  her ;  and  there’s  not  a  more  hitter 
cantankerous  toad  in  all  Christendom. 

Hast.  Pretty  encoiiragement  this  for  a  lover  {aside). 

Tony.  I  have  seen  her  since  the  height  of  that.  She  has  as 
many  tricks  as  a  hare  in  a  thicket,  or  a  colt  the  first  day’s  breaking. 

Hast.  To  me  she  appears  sensible  and  silent. 

Tony.  Ay,  before  company ;  but  when  she’s  with  her  playmates, 
she’s  as  loud  as  a  hog  in  a  gate. 

Hast.  But  there  is  a  meek  modesty  about  her  that  charms  me. 

Tony.  Yes,  but  curb  her  never  so  little,  she  kicPs  up,  and  you’re 
flung  in  the  ditch. 

Hast.  W ell,  but  you  must  allow  her  a  little  beauty — yes,  you 
must  allow  her  some  beaut v. 

•y 

Tony.  Bandbox  !  she’s  all  a  made-up  thing,  mum.  Ah,  could 
you  but  see  Bet  Bouncer  of  these  parts,  you  might  then  talk  of 
beauty !  Ecod,  she  has  two  eyes  as  black  as  sloes,  and  cheeks  as 
broad  and  red  as  a  pidpit  cushion — slic’d  make  two  of  she. 

Hast.  WeU,  what  eay  you  to  a  friend  that  would  take  this  bitter 
bargain  off  your  hands  ? 

Tony.  Anan? 


Hast.  Would  jou  thank  him  that  vrould  take  Miss  Neville,  and 
leave  you  to  happiness  and  your  dear  Betsv  ? 

Tony.  Ay ;  but  where  is  there  such  a  friend,  for  who  would  take 
her  ? 

Hast.  I  am  he.  If  you  but  assist  me,  I’ll  engage  to  whiii  her  off 
to  Prance,  and  you  shall  never  hear  more  of  her. 

Tony.  Assist  you !  Ecod,  I  will,  to  the  last  drop  of  mv  blood 
I’ll  clap  a  pair  of  horses  to  your  chaise  that  shall  trundle  you  off  iii 
a  twinkling,  and  may  be  get  you  a  part  of  her  fortin  beside  in 
jeivels,  that  you  little  dream  of.  ’ 

Hast.  My  dear  ’squire,  this  looks  like  a  lad  of  spirit. 
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Tony.  Come  along'  then,  and  yon  shall  see  more  of  my  splint 
before  you  have  done  vrith  me  (^singing) 

We  are  the  boys 
That  fears  no  noise, 

Where  thundering  cannons  roar, 

Exeunt^  l. 

END  OE  ACT  I. 

(Jf  plaijecl  in  Five  Acts,  the  Second  Act  ends  here.) 


ACT  II. 

Scene  I. — The  same. 

Enter  Haiidcastle,  n. 

Hard,  What  could  my  old  friend.  Sir  Charles,  mean  by  recom¬ 
mending  his  son  as  the  modestest  ^muiig  man  in  Town  ?  To  me  he 
appears  the  most  impudent  piece  of  brass  that  ever  sjioke  with  a 
tongue.  He  has  taken  possession  of  the  easy  chair  by  the  fireside 
already.  He  took  off  his  boots  in  the  parlour,  and  desired  me  to 
see  them  taken  care  of.  I’m  desirous  to  know  how  his  imjiudence 
affects  my  daughter — she  will  certainly  be  shocked  at  it. 

Enter  Miss  Hardcastle,  plamlg  dressed,  l. 

AVeU,  my  Kate,  I  see  you  have  changed  your  dress  as  I  bid  you; 
and  yet,  I  believe  there  was  no  great  occasion. 

Miss  H.  I  find  such  pleasure,  sir,  in  obeying  your  commands, 
that  I  take  care  to  observe  them,  without  ever  debating  their 
propriety. 

Hard.  And  yet,  Kate,  I  sometimes  give  you  some  cause,  par¬ 
ticularly  when  I  recommended  my  modest  gentleman  to  you  as  a 
lover  to-day. 

Miss  H.  You  taught  me  to  expect  something  extraordinary,  and 
I  find  the  original  exceeds  the  description. 

Hard.  I  was  never  so  surprised  in  my  life !  he  has  quite  con¬ 
founded  all  my  faculties. 

Miss  H.  I  never  saw  anything  like  it :  a  man  of  the  world  to  I 

Hard.  Ay,  he  learned  it  all  abroad. 

Miss  H.  It  seems  all  natural  to  him. 

Hard.  A  good  deal  assisted  by  bad  company  and  a  French 
dancing-master. 

Miss  H.  Sure,  you  mistake,  papa  :  a  French  dancing-master 
(•.)uld  never  have  taught  him  that  timid  look — that  awkward 
: ;  I  dress  — that  bashful  manner — 

Hard.  AVhoselook?  whose  manner,  child  ? 

Miss  H.  Mr.  Marlow’s.  His  mauvaise  honte,  his  timidity  struck 
i;ic  at  the  first  sight. 
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Hard.  Then  your  first  sight  deceived  you ;  for  I  tliiiik  him  one 
of  the  most  brazen  first  siglits  that  ever  astonished  my  senses. 

Miss  H.  Sure,  sir,  yon  rally !  I  never  saw  any  one  so  modest. 

Hard.  And  can  you  be  serious  ?  I  never  saw  such  a  bouncing, 
swaggering  puppy  since  I  was  born.  Bully  Dawson  was  but  a  fool 
to  him. 

Miss  H.  Surprising!  He  met  me  with  a  respectful  bow,  a  stam¬ 
mering  voice,  and  a  look  fixed  on  the  ground. 

Hard.  He  met  me  with  a  loud  voice,  a  lordly  air,  and  a  familiarity 
that  made  my  blood  freeze  again. 

Miss  H.  He  treated  me  with  diffidence  and  respect ;  censured  tlie 
manners  of  the  age  ;  admired  the  prudence  of  girls  that  never 
laughed ;  tired  me  with  apologies  for  being  tiresome,  then  left  the 
room  with  a  bow,  and  “madam,  I  would  not  for  the  world  detain 
you”  [rnimics  Mm). 

Hard.  He  sj)oke  to  me  as  if  he  knew  me  all  his  life  before. 
Asked  twenty  questions,  and  never  waited  for  an  answer.  Inter¬ 
rupted  my  best  remarks  with  some  silly  pun ;  and  when  I  was  in 
my  best  story  of  the  Duke  of  Marlborough  and  Prince  Eugene,  he 
asked  me  if  I  was  not  a  good  hand  at  making  punch.  Yes,  Kate, 
he  asked  your  father  if  he  was  a  maker  of  punch  ! 

Miss  H.  One  of  us  must  certainly  be  mistaken. 

Hard.  If  he  be  what  he  has  shewn  himself,  I’m  determined  he 
shall  never  have  my  consent. 

Miss  H.  And  if  he  be  the  sullen  thing  I  take  him,  he  shall  never 
have  mine. 

Hard.  In  one  thing  then  we  are  agreed — to  reject  him. 

Miss  H.  Yes,  but  upon  conditions.  Por  if  you  should  find  him 
less  impudent,  and  I  more  presuming ;  if  you  find  him  more  re¬ 
spectful,  and  I  more  importunate — I  don’t  know — the  fellow  is  well 
enough  for  a  man.  Certainly  we  don’t  meet  many  such  at  a  horse 
race  in  the  country. 

Hard.  If  we  should  find  him  so — but  that’s  impossible.  The 
first  appearance  has  done  my  business.  I’m  seldom  deceived  in  that. 

Miss  H.  And  yet  there  may  be  many  good  qualities  under  that 
first  appearance.  But  as  one  of  us  must  be  mistaken,  what  if  we 
go  to  make  further  discoveries  ? 

Hard.  Agreed  ;  but  depend  on’t  I’m  in  the  right. 

Miss  H.  And  depend  on’t  I’m  not  much  in  the  wrong. 

Exeunt,  l. 

Enter  Tony,  running  in  ivith  a  eashet,  r. 

Tony.  Ecod,  I  have  got  them.  Here  they  are.  My  cousin  Con’s 
necklaces,  bobs  and  all.  My  mother  shan’t  cheat  the  poor  souls 
out  of  their  fortin,  neither.  Oh,  my  genius,  is  that  you  ? 

Enter  Hastings,  l. 

Hast.  My  dear  friend,  how  have  you  managed  with  your  mother  ? 
I  hope  you  have  amused  her  with  pretending  love  for  your  cousin. 
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and  tliat  you  are  willing  to  be  reconciled  at  last.  Our  liorses  will 
be  refreshed  in  a  short  time,  and  we  shall  soon  be  ready  to  set  off. 

Tony.  And  here’s  something  to  bear  your  charges  by  the  way 
{giving  the  cashet).  Your  sweetheart’s  jewels.  Kee^)  them,  and 
hang  those  I  say  that  would  rob  you  of  one  of  them. 

Hast.  But  how  have  you  procured  them  from  your  mother  ? 

Tony.  Ask  me  no  questions,  and  I’ll  tell  you  no  fibs ;  I  procured 
them  by  the  rule  of  thumb.  If  I  had  not  a  key  to  every  drawer  in 
mother’s  bureau,  how  could  I  go  to  the  alehouse  so  often  as  I  do  ? 
An  honest  man  ma}^  rob  himself  of  his  own  at  any  time. 

Hast.  Thousands  do  it  every  day.  But,  to  be  plain  with  3^011, 
Miss  Neville  is  endeavouring  to  procure  them  from  her  aunt  this 
very  instant.  ^  If  she  succeeds,  it  will  be  the  most  delicate  way  at 
least  of  obtaining  them. 

Tony.  Well,  keep  them  till  you  know  how  it  wiU  be.  But  I 
know  how  it  will  be  well  enough  ; — she’d  as  soon  part  with  the  onl}" 
sound  tooth  in  her  head. 

Hast.  But  I  dread  the  effects  of  her  resentment,  when  she  finds 
she  has  lost  them. 

Tony.  Never  3^011  miud  her  resentment — leave  me  to  manage  that. 

I  don’t  value  her  resentment  the  bounce  of  a  cracker.  Zounds  ! 
here  they  are.  Morrice  !  prance  !  I^xit  Hastings,  l. 

Enter  Mrs.  Hardcastle  and  Miss  Neville,  r. 

Mrs.  H.  Indeed,  Constance,  you  amaze  me.  Such  a  girl  as  3’ou 
want  jewels!  It  will  be  time  enough  for  jewels,  my  dear,  twent3' 
years  hence,  when  3mur  beauty  begins  to  want  repairs. 

Miss  N.  But  what  will  repair  beauty  at  forty  will  certainly 
improve  it  at  twent3^,  madam. 

Mrs.  H.  Yours,  my  dear,  can  admit  of  none.  That  natural  blush 
is  beyond  a  thousand  ornaments.  Besides,  child,  jewels  are  quite 
out  at  present.  Don’t  you  see  half  the  ladies  of  our  acquaintance — 
iiU  Kill-thT3dight,  and  Mrs.  Crump,  and  the  rest  of  them,  carrv 
their  jewels  to  Town,  and  bring  nothing  but  paste  and  marcasites 
back. 

MissN.  But  who  knows,  madam,  but  somebody  that  shall  be 
nameless  would  like  me  best  with  all  my  finery  about  me  ? 

Mrs.  H.  Consult  3nur  glass,  1113^  dear,  and  then  see,  if  with  such  a 
pair  of  e3"es  you  want  any  better  sparklers.  What  do  3^011  think, 
Ton3^,  my  dear — does  your  cousin  Con  want  any  jewels,  in  3'our 
e3’es,  to  set  off  her  beauty? 

Tony,  (l.)  That’s  as  hereafter  may  be. 

Miss  N.  M3"  dear  aunt,  if  you  knew  how  it  would  oblige  me. 

Mrs.  H.  a  parcel  of  old-fashioned  rose  and  table-cut  things. 
The3"  would  make  3’ou  look  like  the  court  of  King  Solomon  at  a 
j)uppet-show.  Besides,  I  believe  I  can’t  readily  come  at  them ; — 
they  ma3"  be  missing,  for  aught  I  know  to  the  contraiy. 

Tony  {a2)art  to  Mrs.  Hardcastle).  Then  why  don’t  3-011  tell  her 
so  at  once,  as  she’s  so  longing  for  them  ?  Tell  her  they’re  lost. 
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It’s  tlie  only  way  to  quiet  lier.  Say  tliey’re  lost,  and  call  mo  to 
bear  witness. 

Mrs.  II.  {apart  to  Tony)  Yon  know,  iny  dear.  I’m  only  keeping 
them  for  yon.  So,  if  I  say  they’re  gone,  you’ll  bear  me  witness, 
will  yon  ?  He,  he,  he  ! 

Tony.  Never  fear  me.  Ecod,  I’ll  say  I  saw  them  taken  out 
with  my  own  eyes  {aside  to  Mrs.  H.) 

Miss  N.  I  desire  them  but  for  a  day,  madam;  just  to  be  per¬ 
mitted  to  shew  them  as  relics,  and  then  they  may  be  locked  up 
again. 

Mrs.  H.  To  be  plain  with  you,  my  dear  Constance,  if  I  could  find 
them,  you  should  have  them.  They’re  missing,  I  assure  you. 
Lost,  for  aught  I  know ; — but  we  must  have  patience,  wherever 
they  are. 

Miss  N.  I’ll  not  believe  it.  This  is  but  a  shallow  pretence  to 
deny  me.  I  know  they’re  too  valuable  to  be  so  slightly  kept,  and 
as  you  are  to  answer  for  the  loss. 

Mrs.  H.  Don’t  be  alarmed,  Constance.  If  they  be  lost,  I  must 
restore  an  equivalent.  But  my  son  knows  they  are  missing,  and 
not  to  be  found. 

Tony.  That  I  can  bear  witness  to.  They  are  missing,  and  not  to 
be  found — I’ll  take  my  oath  on’t. 

Mrs.  H.  You  must  learn  resignation,  my  dear ;  for  though  we 
lose  our  fortune,  yet  we  should  not  lose  our  patience.  See  me — 
how  cahn  I  am. 

Miss  N.  Ay,  people  are  generally  cahn  at  the  misfortunes  of 
others. 

Mrs.  H.  Now,  I  wonder  a  girl  of  your  good  sense  should  waste  a 
thought  upon  such  trumpery.  We  shall  soon  find  them;  and  in 
the  meantime  you  shall  make  use  of  my  garnets  till  your  jewels  be 
found. 

Miss  N.  I  detest  garnets. 

Mrs.  H.  The  most  becoming  things  in  the  world  to  set  ofiP  a  clear 
complexion.  You  have  often  seen  how  well  they  look  upon  me. 
You  shall  have  them.  Exit,  r. 

Miss  N.  I  dislike  them  of  all  things.  You  shan’t  stir.  Was 
ever  anything  so  provoking,  to  mislay  my  own  jewels,  and  force  me 
to  wear  trumpery. 

Tony.  Don’t  be  a  fool.  If  she  gives  you  the  garnets,  take  what 
you  can  get.  The  jewels  are  your  own  aheady.  I  have  stolen 
them  out  of  her  bureau,  and  she  does  not  know  it.  Ely  to  your 
spark,  he’ll  tell  you  more  of  the  matter.  Leave  me  to  manage  her. 

Miss  N.  My  clear  cousin.  Exit,  l. 

Tony.  Vanish  !  She’s  here,  and  has  missed  them  already. 
Zounds !  how  she  fidgets  and  spits  about  like  a  Catherine  wheel. 

Enter  Mrs.  Hardcastle,  r. 

Mrs.  H.  Confusion !  tliieves !  robbers !  We  are  cheated,  plun¬ 
dered,  broke  ojien,  undone. 
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Tout.  "What’s  the  matter,  what’s  the  matter,  mamma  ?  I  hope 
nothing  has  happened  to  any  of  the  good  family. 

Mrs.  H.  We  are  robbed.  My  bureau  has  been  broken  ojien,  the 
jewels  taken  out,  and  I’m  undone. 

Tony.  Oh  !  is  that  all  ?  ha,  ha,  ha !  By  the  laws,  I  never  saw  it 
better  acted  in  my  life.  Ecod,  I  thought  you  were  ruined  in  earnest, 
ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Mrs.  H.  Why,  boy,  I  am  ruined  in  earnest.  My  bureau  has 
been  broken  open,  and  all  taken  away. 

Tony.  Stick  to  that,  ha,  ha !  stick  to  that ;  call  me  to  bear  witness. 

Mrs.  H.  I  tell  you,  Tony,  by  all  that’s  precious,  the  jewels  are 
gone,  and  I  shall  be  ruined  for  ever. 

Tony.  Sure  I  know  they’re  gone,  and  I  am  to  say  so. 

Mrs.  H.  My  dearest  Tony,  but  hear  me.  They’re  gone,  I  say. 

Tony.  By  the  laws,  mamma,  you  make  me  for  to  laugh,  ha,  ha  ! 
I  know  who  took  them  well  enough,  ha,  ha,  ha ! 

_Mrs.  H.  Was  there  ever  such  a  blockhead,  that  can’t  tell  the 
difference  between  jest  and  earnest.  I  tell  you  I’m  not  in  jest, 
booby. 

Tony.  That’s  right,  that’s  right:  3^011  must  be  in  a  bitter 
passion,  and  then  nobody  will  susjDect  either  of  us.  I’ll  bear 
witness  that  they  are  gone. 

Mrs.  H.  Can  you  bear  witness  that  ^nu’re  no  better  than  a  fool  ? 
Was  ever  poor  woman  so  beset  with  fools  on  one  hand  and  thieves 
on  the  other. 

Tony.  I  can  bear  witness  to  that. 

Mrs.  H.  Bear  witness  again,  you  blockhead  3^011,  and  I’U  turn 
you  out  of  the  room  directly.  My  poor  niece,  what  will  become  of 
her !  Do  you  laugh,  you  unfeeling  brute,  as  if  you  enjoyed  my 
distress  ? 

Tony.  I  can  bear  witness  to  that. 

Mrs.  H.  Do  you  insult  me,  monster  ?  I’ll  teach  you  to  vex  your 
mother,  I  will. 

Tony.  I  can  bear  witness  to  that. 

litms  off,  L. ;  Mrs.  Hardcastle  follows,  heating  him. 

Enter  Miss  Hardcastle  and  Maid,  r. 

Miss  H.  What  an  unaccountable  creature  is  that  brother  of  mine, 
to  send  them  to  the  house  as  an  inn,  ha,  ha  !  I  don’t  wonder  at  his 
impudence. 

Maid.  But  what  is  more,  madam,  the  yoimg  gentleman,  as  3^ou 
passed  by  in  your  present  dress,  asked  me  if  3nu  were  the  barmaid. 
He  mistook  you  for  the  barmaid,  madam. 

Miss  H.  Did  he  ?  Then,  as  I  live,  I’m  resolved  to  keep  up  the 
delusion.  Tell  me,  how  do  3^011  like  1113^  present  dress  ?  Don’t  3'OU 
think  I  look  something  like  Cherry  in  the  Beaux’  Stratagem  ? 

Maid.  It’s  the  dress,  madam,  that  eveiy  lady  wears  in  the 
country,  but  when  she  visits  or  receives  compan3". 
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Miss  H.  And  are  you  sure  lie  does  not  remember  my  face  or 
person  ? 

Maid.  Certain  of  it. 

Miss  H.  I  vow  I  tliouglit  so  ;  for  tliougli  we  spoke  for  some  time 
togetlier,  yet  liis  fears  were  sucli,  tliat  lie  never  once  looked  up 
during  tlie  interview. 

Maid.  But  wliat  do  you  liope  from  keeping  liim  in  bis  mistake  ? 

Miss  H.  In  tlie  first  place,  I  sliall  be  seen ;  and  tliat  is  no  small 
advantage  to  a  girl  wlio  brings  ber  face  to  market.  Tben  I  sball, 
perba^is,  make  an  acquaintance  ;  and  tliat’ s  no  small  victory  gained 
over  one  wbo  never  addresses  any  but  the  vilest  of  her  sex.  But 
my  chief  aim  is  to  take  my  gentleman  off  bis  guard,  and,  like 
an  invisible  champion  of  romance,  examine  the  giant’s  force  before 
I  offer  to  combat. 

Maid.  But  are  Amu  sure  you  can  act  your  part  and  disguise  your 
AToice,  so  that  be  may  mistake  that,  as  be  has  already  mistaken  your 
person. 

Miss  H.  Never  fear  me.  I  think  I  have  got  the  true  bar  cant : 
Did  your  honour  call  ? — Attend  the  Lion  there — Pipes  and  tobacco 
for  the  Angel — The  Lamb  has  been  outrageous  this  half  hour. 

Maid.  It  will  do,  madam,  but  he’s  here.  Exit^  n. 

Enter  Maelow,  l. 

Mae.  What  el  bawling  in  every  part  of  the  house  !  I  have  scarce 
a  moment’s  repose.  If  I  go  to  the  best  room,  there  I  find  my  host 
and  his  story.  If  I  fly  to  the  gallery,  there  we  have  my  hostess, 
with  her  curtsey  down  to  the  ground.  I  have  at  last  got  a  moment 
to  myself,  and  now  for  recollection.  (  Walks  and  muses.) 

Miss  H.  Did  you  call,  sir  ?  did  your  honour  call  ? 

Mae,  (crosses,  e.)  As  for  Miss  Hardcastle,  she’s  too  grave  and 
sentimental  for  me. 

Miss  H.  Did  your  honour  call  ?  (She  still  places  herself  before  him.) 

Mae.  No,  child.  (Crosses,  l.)  Besides,  from  the  glimpse  I  had  of 
her,  I  think  she  squints. 

Miss  H.  I’m  sure,  sir,  I  heard  the  bell  ring. 

Mae.  No,  no.  (Musing)  I  have  pleased  my  father,  however,  by 
coming  down,  and  I’ll  to-morroAV  please  myself  by  returning 
(taking  out  his  tablets  and  perusing). 

Miss  H.  Perhaps  the  other  gentleman  called,  sir. 

Mae.  I  tell  you,  no. 

Miss  H.  I  should  be  glad  to  know,  sir.  We  have  such  a  parcel 
of  servants. 

Mae.  Nc,  no,  I  tell  you.  (Looks  full  in  her  face.)  Yes,  child,  I 
think  I  did  call.  I  wanted — I  wanted — I  vow,  child,  you  are  vastly 
handsome. 

Miss  H.  (e.  c.)  0  la,  sir!  jmu’U  make  one  ashamed. 

Mae.  (l.  c.)  Never  saw  a  more  sprightly  malicious  eye.  Yes 
yes,  my  dear,  I  did  call.  Have  j^ou  got  any  of  your — a — what  d’ye 
call  it,  in  the  house  ? 
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Miss  H.  No,  sir  ;  'vre  have  been  out  of  that  these  ten  clays. 

Mar.  One  may  call  in  this  house,  I  find,  to  very  little  purpose. 
Suppose  I  should  call  for  a  taste,  just  by  way  of  trial,  of  the  nectar 
of  your  lips  ;  perhaps  I  might  be  disappointed  in  that  too. 

Miss  H.  Nectar !  nectar !  that’s  a  lic][uor  there’s  no  call  for  in 
these  parts.  French,  I  suppose.  We  keep  no  French  Avines  here, 
sir. 

Mar,  Of  true  English  growth,  I  assure  you. 

Miss  H.  Then  it’s  odd  I  should  not  know  it.  We  brew  all  sorts 
of  wine  in  this  house,  and  I  have  lived  here  these  eighteen  years. 

Mar.  Eighteen  years  !  Why  one  would  think,  child,  you  kept 
the  bar  before  you  were  born.  How  old  are  you  ? 

Miss  H.  0,  sir  !  I  must  not  tell  my  age.  They  say  women  and 
music  should  never  be  dated. 

Mar.  To  guess  at  this  distance,  you  can’t  be  much  above  forty 
{appt'oaching) .  Yet  nearer,  I  don’t  think  so  much  {approaching). 
Why  coming  close  to  some  women  they  look  younger  still :  but 
when  we  come  very  close  indeed  {^attempting  to  Iciss  her) — 

Miss  H.  Pray,  sir,  keep  your  distance.  One  Avould  think  you 
wanted  to  know  one’s  age  as  they  do  horses,  by  mark  of  mouth. 

Mar.  I  protest,  child,  you  use  me  extremely  ill.  If  you  keep 
me  at  this  distance,  hoAV  is  it  possible  you  and  I  can  ever  be 
acquainted  ? 

Miss  H,  And  who  wants  to  be  acquainted  with  you?  I  want  no 
such  acquaintance,  not  I.  I’m  sure  you  did  not  treat  Miss  Hard- 
castle,  that  was  here  awhile  ago,  in  this  obstrojiulous  manner.  I’ll 
warrant  me,  before  her  you  looked  dashed,  and  kept  bowing  to  the 
ground,  and  talked,  for  all  the  world,  as  if  you  was  before  a  justice 
of  peace. 

Mar.  Egad !  she  has  hit  it  sure  enough  {aside). — In  awe  of  her, 
child? — ha,  ha,  ha! — a  mere  awkward,  squinting  thing.  No  no; 
I  find  you  don’t  know  me.  I  laughed  and  rallied  her  a  little  ;  but 
I  was  unAviUing  to  be  too  severe :  no,  I  could  not  be  too  severe, 
curse  me!  {Crosses,  r.) 

Miss  II.  0,  then,  sir,  you  are  a  favourite,  I  find,  among  the 
ladies  ? 

Mar.  Yes,  my  dear,  a  great  favourite.  And  yet,  hang  me,  I 
don’t  see  what  they  find  in  me  to  follow.  At  the  Ladies’  Club,  in 
Town,  I’m  called  their  agreeable  Battle.  Battle,  child,  is  not  my 
real  name,  but  one  I’m  known  by.  My  name  is  Solomons.  Mr. 
Solomons,  my  dear,  at  your  service  {offering  to  salute  her). 

Miss  H.  Hold,  sir  ; — you  were  introducing  me  to  your  club,  not 
to  yourself.  And  you’re  so  great  a  favourite  there,  you  say  ? 

Mar.  Yes,  my  dear.  There’s  Mrs.  Mantrap,  Lady  ]3etty  131ackleg, 
the  Countess  of  Slingo,  Mrs.  Longhorns,  old  Miss  Biddy  Buckskin, 
and  your  humble  servant,  keep  up  the  spirit  of  the  place.  {Crosses,  l.) 

Miss  H.  Then  it’s  a  very  merry  place,  I  suppose  ? 

Mar.  Yes,  as  merry  as  cards,  supper,  wine,  and  old  women  can 
make  us. 
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Miss  II.  And  their  agreeable  Eattle  I — lia,  lia,  ha  ! 

Mar.  Egad,  I  don’t  (j[iiite  like  tliis  chit ;  she  looks  knowing,  me- 
tliinks  {aside). — You  laugh,  child  ! 

Miss  H.  I  can’t  but  laugh  to  think  what  time  they  all  have  for 
minding  their  work  or  their  family. 

Mar.  All’s  well,  she  doa’t  laugh  at  me  {aside). — Do  you  ever 
work,  child? 

Miss  H.  Ay,  sure ; — there’s  not  a  screen  or  a  quilt  in  the  whole 
house  but  can  bear  witness  to  that. 

Mar.  Odso !  then  you  must  shew  me  your  embroidery.  I 
embroider  and  draw  patterns  myself  a  little.  If  you  want  a  judge 
of  your  work,  you  must  ap[)ly  to  me  {seizing  her  hand). 

Miss  H.  Ay,  but  the  colours  don’t  look  well  by  candle-light.  You 
shall  see  all  in  the  morning  {struggling). 

Mar.  And  why  not  now,  my  angel  ?  Such  beauty  fires  beyond 
the  power  of  resistance.  Pshaw !  the  father  here  ! — my  old  luck ! 

Exit,  L. 


Enter  Hardcastle,  r.,  ivho  stands  in  surprise. 

PIard.  So,  madam?  So  I  find  this  is  your  modest  lover — this  is 
your  humble  admirer,  that  keeps  his  eyes  fixed  on  the  ground,  and 
only  adored  at  humble  distance.  Kate,  Kate,  art  thou  not  ashamed 
to  deceive  your  father  so  ? 

Miss  H.  Never  trust  me,  my  dear  papa,  but  he’s  still  the  modest 
man  I  first  took  him  for  ;  you’ll  be  convinced  of  it  as  well  as  1. 

Hard.  By  the  hand  of  mrg  body,  I  believe  his  impudence  is 
infectious !  Didn’t  I  see  him  seize  your  hand  ? — didn’t  I  see  him 
haul  you  about  like  a  milk-maid  ? — and  now  you  talk  of  his  respect, 
and  his  modesty — forsooth ! 

Miss  H.  But  if  I  shortly  convince  you  of  his  modesty,  that  he  has 
only  the  faults  that  will  pass  olf  with  time,  and  the  virtues  that  will 
improve  with  age,  I  hope  you’ll  forgive  him. 

Hard.  The  girl  would  actually  make  one  run  mad :  I  tell  you 
I’ll  not  be  convinced — I  am  convinced.  He  has  scarcely  been  three 
hours  in  my  house,  and  he  has  already  encroached  on  all  my  pre¬ 
rogatives.  You  may  like  his  impudence,  and  call  it  modesty ;  but 
my  son-in-law,  madam,  must  have  very  different  qualifications. 

Miss  H.  Sir,  I  ask  but  this  night  to  convince  you. 

Hard.  You  shall  not  have  half  the  time ;  for  I  have  thoughts  of 
turning  him  out  this  very  hour. 

M  iss  H.  Grive  me  that  hour  then,  and  I  hope  to  satisfy  you. 

Hard.  Well,  an  hour  let  it  be  then.  But  I’ll  have  no  trifling 
with  your  father.  All  fair  and  open,  do  you  mind  me. 

Miss  H.  I  hope,  sir,  you  have  ever  found  that  I  considered  your 
commands  as  my  pride  ;  for  your  kindness  is  such,  that  my  duty  as 
yet  has  been  inclination. 

Exeunt  Hardcastle  and  Miss  H.,  r. 

{When  played  in  Five  Acts,  the  Third  ends  here.) 
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JEnter  Maelow,  l.,  folloioed  hj  Jeremy. 

Mar.  I  wonder  wliat  Hastings  conld  mean  by  sending  me  so 
valuable  a  thing  as  a  casket  to  keep  for  him,  when  he  knows  the 
only  place  I  have  is  the  seat  of  a  post-coach  at  an  inn  door.  Have 
yon  de^iosited  the  casket  with  the  landlady,  as  I  ordered  yon  ?  Have 
yon  j)nt  it  into  her  own  hands  ? 

Jeremy.  Yes,  yonr  honor. 

Mar.  She  said  she’d  keep  it  safe,  did  she  ? 

Jeremy.  Yes,  she  said  she’d  keep  it  safe  enough ;  she  asked  me 
how  I  came  by  it,  and  she  said  she  had  a  great  mind  to  make  me 
give  an  account  of  myself.  Exit,  L. 

Mar.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  They’re  safe,  however.  Wliat  an  unaccount¬ 
able  set  of  beings  have  we  got  amongst!  That  little  barmaid, 
though,  runs  in  my  head  most  strangely,  and  drives  out  the 
absurdities  of  all  the  rest  of  the  family.  She’s  mine,  she  must  be 
mine,  or  I’m  greatly  mistaken. 

Enter  Hastings,  l. 

Hast.  Bless  me !  I  quite  forgot  to  tell  her  that  I  intended  to 
repair  to  the  bottom  of  the  garden.  Marlow  here,  and  in  spirits  too  ! 

Mar.  Give  me  joy,  George  !  Crown  me,  shadow  me  ivith  laurels ! 
Well,  George,  after  all,  we  modest  fellows  don’t  want  for  success 
among  the  women. 

Hast.  Some  women,  you  mean.  But  what  success  has  your 
honor’s  modesty  been  crowned  with  now,  that  it  grows  so  insolent 
upon  us  ? 

Mar.  Didn’t  you  see  the  tempting,  brisk,  lovely  little  thing  that 
runs  about  the  house  with  a  bunch  of  keys  to  her  girdle  ? 

Hast.  Well,  and  what  then? 

Mar.  She’s  mine,  you  rogue  you.  Such  fire,  such  motion,  such 
eyes,  such  lips — but,  egad,  she  would  not  let  me  kiss  them  though. 

Hast.  But  are  you  so  sure,  so  very  sure  of  her  ? 

Mar.  Why,  man,  she  talked  of  showing  me  her  work  above 
stairs,  and  I’m  to  improve  the  pattern. 

Hast.  But  how  can  you,  Charles,  go  about  to  rob  a  woman  of  her 
honor  ? 

Mar.  Pshaw,  pshaw  I  I  don’t  intend  to  rob  her,  take  my  word 
for  it ;  there’s  nothing  in  this  house  I  shan’t  honestly  pay  for. 

Hast.  I  believe  the  girl  has  virtue. 

Mar.  And  if  she  has,  I  should  be  the  last  man  in  the  world  that 
would  attemj)t  to  corrupt  it. 

Hast.  You  have  taken  care,  I  hope,  of  the  casket  I  sent  you  to 
lock  up  ?  It’s  in  safety  ? 

Mar.  Yes,  yes,  it’s  safe  enough.  I  have  taken  care  of  it.  But 
how  could  you  tliink  the  seat  of  a  post-coach  at  an  in-door  a  place 
of  safety  ?  Ah,  numskull !  I  have  taken  better  precautions  for  3’-ou 
than  you  did  for  ^^ourself — I  have - 

Hast.  What? 
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Mae.  I  have  sent  it  to  the  landlady  to  keei)  for  3'ou. 

Hast.  To  the  landlady ! 

Mail  The  landlady. 

Hast.  Yon  did? 

Mar.  I  did.  She’s  to  he  answerable  for  its  forthcoming,  yon  know. 

PI  AST.  Yes,  she’ll  bring  it  forth  with  a  witness. 

Mar.  Wasn’t  I  right?  I  believe  yen’ll  allow  that  I  acted  pru¬ 
dently  upon  this  occasion. 

Hast.  He  ninst  not  see  my  uneasiness  (aside). 

Mar.  Yon  seem  a  little  disconcerted  though,  methinks.  Sure 
nothing  has  happened  ? 

Hast.  No,  nothing.  Never  was  in  better  sj)irits  in  all  my  life. 
And  so  yon  left  it  v'ith  the  landlady,  who,  no  doubt,  very  readily 
undertook  the  charge  ? 

Mar.  Bather  too  readily ;  for  she  not  only  kept  the  casket,  hut, 
through  her  great  precaution,  was  going  to  keep  the  messenger  too. 
Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Hast.  He,  he,  he  !  They’re  safe,  however. 

Mar.  As  a  guinea  in  a  miser’s  purse. 

Hast.  So  now  all  hopes  of  fortune  are  at  an  end,  and  we  must 
set  off  without  it  (^aside)  — Well,  Charles,  I’ll  leave  you  to  your 
meditations  on  the  pretty  barmaid,  and,  ha,  ha,  ha !  if  you  are  as 
successful  for  yourself  as  you  have  been  for  me — then - 

Mar.  What  then  ? 

Hast.  Why,  then,  I  wish  you  joy  with  all  my  heart.  JExit,  l. 

Enter  Hardcastee,  r. 

Hard.  I  no  longer  know  my  own  house.  It’s  turned  aU  topsy¬ 
turvy,  His  servants  have  got  drunk  already.  I’ll  hear  it  no 
longer;  and  yet,  from  my  respect  for  his  father.  I’ll  he  calm  (aside). 
— Mr.  Marlow,  your  servant,  I’m  your  very  humble  servant 
(hoioing  low). 

Mar.  Sir,  your  humble  servant. — What’s  to  be  the  wonder  now  ? 
(aside) 

Hard.  I  believe,  sir,  you  must  he  sensible,  sir,  that  no  man  alive 
ought  to  be  more  welcome  than  your  father’s  ton,  sir.  I  hope  you 
think  so. 

Mar.  I  do,  from  my  soul,  sir.  I  don’t  want  much  entreaty.  I 
generally  make  my  father’s  son  welcome  wherever  he  goes. 

Hard.  I  believe  you  do,  from  my  soul,  sir  But  though  I  say 
nothing  to  your  own  conduct,  that  of  your  servants  is  insulferahle. 
Their  niaiiiier  of  drinking  is  setting  a  very  bad  example  in  this 
house,  I  assure  you. 

Mar.  I  protest,  my  very  good  sir,  that’s  no  fault  of  mine.  If 
they  don’t  dcink  as  they  ought,  they  are  to  blame ;  I  ordered  them 
not  to  spare  the  cellar;  I  did,  I  assure  you. — (Calling,  l.)  Here,  let 
one  of  my  servants  come  up. — (To  Hard.)  My  positive  directions 
\vere,  that  as  I  did  not  chink  myself,  they  shoulcl  make  up  for  my 
deficiencies  below. 
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Hard.  Then  they  liad  your  orders  for  wliat  they  do  ?  I’m  satisfied. 

Mar.  They  had,  I  assure  you :  jmu  shall  hear  from  one  ol 
themselves. 

JEnter  Jeremy,  dnmlc,  l. 

You,  Jeremy !  Come  forward,  sirrah  !  TV  hat  were  my  orders  ?  were 
you  not  told  to  drink  freely,  and  caJI  for  what  you  thought  fit,  for 
the  good  of  the  house  ? 

Ha  RD.  I  begin  to  lose  iny  patience  {aside). 

Jer.  Please  your  honour,  liberty  and  Eleet  Street  for  ever  !  though 
I’m  but  a  servant,  I’m  as  good  as  another  man  ;  I’ll  drink  for  no 
man  before  supper,  sir,  damme  !  Good  liquor  wih.  sit  upon  a  good 
su2)i3er,  but  a  good  supper  will  not  sit  upon — {Jiiccv,p) — upon  nij* 
conscience,  sir.  Ecit,  l. 

Mar,  You  see,  my  old  friend,  the  fellow  is  as  druuk  as  he 
possibly  can  be.  I  don’t  know  what  you’d  have  more,  unless  jmu’d 
have  the  poor  devil  soused  in  a  beer  barrel. 

Hacd.  Zounds  !  he’Jl  drive  me  distracted  if  I  contain  myself  am’ 
longer  {os'.'  i). — Mr.  Marlow,  sir,  I  have  submitted  to  your  insolence 
fo-:  more  ihan  four  hours,  and  I  see  no  Jikelihood  of  its  coming  to 
an  end.  I’m  now  resolved  to  be  master  here,  sir,  and  I  desire  that 
you  and  your  drunken  pack  may  leave  my  house  directly. 

Mau.  Leave  your  house!  Sure  jmu  jest,  my  good  friend? 
IT  hat,  when  I’m  doing  w’hat  I  can  to  please  you  ? 

Hacp.  I  tell  you,  sir,  you  don’t  please  me:  so  I  desire  you’ll 
leave  my  house. 

Mar.  Sure  you  cannot  be  serious.  At  this  time  o’night,  and 
such  a  night  ?  You  only  mean  to  banter  me. 

Haiu).  I  •ell  you,  sii,  I’m  serious;  and  now  that  niy  passions 
are  lOUsed,  I  say  this  house  is  mine,  sir;  this  house  is  mine,  and  I 
comma,  id  you  to  leave  it  direc  ly. 

Mar.  lia  ha,  ha  !  A  pudcbe  in  a  storm.  I  shan’t  stir  a  step, 
I  assure  you.  {In  a  serious  tone)  This  your  house,  fellow  I  it’s  my 
house  ;  this  is  my  house — mine  while  I  choose  to  stay.  TVhat  right 
have  you  to  bnl  me  leave  this  house,  sir?  I  never  inei'  with  such 
impudence,  curse  me,  never  in  my  w  hole  life  before  {crossmg  r.) 

Hard.  Nor  I  confoiuid  me  it  ever  I  did.  To  come  to  my  house, 
to  call  for  wdiat  he  likes,  to  turn  me  out  of  my  own  chair,  to  insult 
the  laniily,  to  order  his  servants  to  get  drunk,  and  then  to  tell  me, 
this  house  is  mine,  sir  I  By  all  tliat’s  impudent,  it  makes  me  laugh. 
Ha.  ha.  ha,  Jia  1  Pray,  sir  {hantering)^  as  you  take  the  house,  what 
think  you  ot  taking  the  rest  of  the  furniture?  Tliere’s  a  pair  of 
silver  candlesticks,  and  there’s  a  fire-screen,  and  a  pair  of  bellows  ; 
perhaps  you  may  take  a  fancy  to  them  ? 

Mar.  Bring  me  your  bill,  sir,  bring  me  your  lull,  and  let’s  make 
no  more  w'ords  about  it. 

Hard.  There  are  a  set  of  prints  too.  TVTiat  think  you  of  the 
Lake’s  Progress  for  your  owui  apartment  ? 
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Mar.  Bring  me  vorr  I  say ;  and  I’ll  leave  yon  and  your 
infernal  liouse  directly  [crosses,  l.) 

TIard.  Then  tliere’s  a  Ijriglit,  brazen  warming  pan,  tliat  you 
may  see  your  own  brazen  face  in. 

Mar.  My  bill,  I  say. 

Hard.  I  bad  forgot  tlie  great  cbair,  for  your  own  particular 
slumbers,  after  a  liearty  meal. 

Mar.  Zounds!  bring  me  my  bbl  I  say,  and  let’s  bear  no  more 
on’t. 

Hard.  Young  man,  young  man,  from  your  fatber’s  letter  to  me, 
I  was  taugbt  to  expect  a  well-bred,  modest  re  an,  as  a  visitor  bere ; 
but  now  I  find  biin  no  better  tban  a  coxcomb  and  a  bully  ;  but  be 
will  be  down  bere  presently  and  shall  bear  more  of  it.  IJxit,  R. 

Mar.  How’s  tbis  ?  Sure  I  bave  not  mistaken  tbe  bouse  !  Every- 
tbing  looks  like  an  inn.  Tbe  servants  cry,  coming  I  tbe  attendance 
is  awkward  ;  the  barmaid,  too,  to  attend  us.  But  sire’s  bere,  and 
will  further  inform  me.  Whither  so  fast,  child?  a  word  with  you. 

Unter  Miss  Hardcastle,  r.,  crossing  to  l. 

Miss  H.  Let  it  be  short  then,  I’m  in  a  burrv. — I  believe  be 
begins  to  find  out  bis  mistake,  but  it’s  too  soon  quite  to  undeceive 
him  [aside). 

Mar.  Pray,  child,  answer  me  one  question.  What  are  you,  and 
wliat  may  jmur  business  in  this  bouse  be  ? 

Miss  H.  A  relation  of  tbe  family,  sir. 

klAR.  What,  a  poor  relation  ? 

Miss  H.  Yes,  sir.  A  poor  relation  appointed  to  keep  the  keys, 
and  to  see  that  tbe  guests  want  notbing  in  my  power  to  give  them. 

]\[ar.  That  is,  you  act  as  tbe  barmaid  of  this  inn. 

Miss  H.  Inn !  0  law — what  brought  that  in  your  bead  ?  One 
of  tbe  best  families  in  tbe  county  keep  an  inn  I  Ha,  ba,  ba  I  old 
Mr.  Hardcastle’ s  bouse  an  inn  I 

Mar.  Mr.  Hardcastle’ s  bouse  I  Is  tbis  bouse  Mr.  Hardcastle’ s 
bouse,  child? 

Miss  H.  Ay,  sir,  whose  else  should  it  be  ? 

Mar.  So  then  all’s  but,  and  I  bave  been  damnably  imposed  on. 
0,  confound  my  stupid  bead  1  I  shall  be  laughed  at  over  the  whole 
Town.  I  shall  be  stuck  up  in  caricature  in  ail  tbe  print  shops 
—Tbe  Dulbssimo  Macaroni.  To  mistake  tbis  bouse  oi  all  others  for 
an  inn  and  my  fatber’s  old  friend  for  an  innkeeper!  What  a 
svraggering  puppy  must  lie  take  me  for.  Y7bat  a  silly  puppy  do  I 
find  myself.  Tliero  again,  may  I  be  banged,  my  dear,  but  I  mis¬ 
took  you  for  the  barmaid. 

Miss  H.  Dear  me,  dear  me  !  I’m  sure  there’s  notbing  in  my 
behaviour  [half  crying) — 

Mar.  Notbing,  my  dear,  notbing;  but  I  was  in  for  a  list  of 
blunders,  and  »  oiild  not  help  making  you  a  subscriber.  My 
stupidity  saw  everything  tbe  wrong  way.  I  mistook  yoim  assiduity 
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aUureiueiit.  But  it’s  aU  over 
iPis  house  I  no  more  sliew  my  face  in. 

Miss  H.  I  hope,  sir,  I  have  done  nothing'  to  disohlio-o  vcm  T’m 
pdite  and  said  ^many  VvIZug^ 

liave  no  fortune  but  my  cWcter  ^  ^  anj  tiling  amiss,  since  I 

Miss  II  Because  it  puts  me  at  a  distance  from  one  Bmt  if  T  L  i 
a  thousand  pounds  I  would  give  it  aU  to _  '  ^  ^  ^ 

I  must  make  one  bold  effort,  and  leave  her  cloLl  nt  Z 

my  lovely  girl,  you  are  the  only  part  of  the  femfiTt 
reluctance.  But  to  be  nloi^i  wi+n  f  leave  with 

fortune,  and  educaLn,?^  an  hSrZe  Z 
and  I  can  never  harbour  a  thono-lit  nf  i  impossrble  ; 

trusted  in  my  honour  or  of  hr  Z ,  simplicity  that 

fault  was  being  too  lovely.  ®  ^  only 

Miss  H,  I  never  knew  half  his  merit  till  now  He  shall 

if  I  have  230wer  or  art  to  detain  him  I’ll  ciHll -.v  *  -l©  shall  not  go, 

in  which  I  stooped  to  conquer  but  will  character 

perhaps,  may  liugh  liim  o?irof  hiZZlutioZ*^^™ 

£nter  Tony  and  Miss  Neville,  r. 
done  my  ShZas^got  ffm  3^1^ ®ain 

distress.  IfZ;  hf  tllrZ^rsu^S  Ilmt  I?’*  T 

certainly  be  locked  up,  or  sent  to  my  Aunt  Ped  bZs\hfdf 
times  worse.  s,  which  is  ten 

But  what  can  I  do  ?*’  I 'w ^(,^700™  mir™f  things. 

V  a.  .;u“:  r  •; 


I^nter  Mrs.  IIardcastle,  r 

m-^ever,  hU  ihey  are  faiily  married,  and  then  let  hei  he  *  1 
fortune.  But  what  do  I  see  ?  P„udling  tageihei  asTl’^b^Z 
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I  never  saw  Tony  so  sprightly  before.  TIa !  have  I  caiiglit  you, 
my  pretty  doves  ?  What,  billing,  exchanging  stolen  glances,  aiid 
broken  murmurs  !  Ila  ! 

Toxy.  As  for  murmurs,  mother,  we  grumble  a  little  now  and 
then,  to  be  sure.  Ihit  there’s  no  love  lost  between  us. 

Mrs.  it.  A  mere  sprinkling,  Tony,  upon  the  flame,  only  to  make 
it  burn  brighter. 

Miss  N.  Cousin  Tony  promises  to  give  us  more  of  liis  company  at 
home.  Indeed,  he  slian’t  leave  us  any  more.  It  won’t  leave  us, 
cousin  Tony,  Avill  it  V 

Toxy.  oh,  it’s  a  pretty  creature  !  No,  I’d  sooner  leave  my  horse 
in  a  pond,  than  leave  you  when  you  smile  on  one  so.  Your  laugli 
makes  you  so  becoming. 

Miss  N.  Agreeable  cousin!  who  can  help  admiring  that  natural 
humour,  that  pleasant,  broad,  red,  thoughtless — {patting  his  cJieelc) 
— ha,  it’s  a  bold  face  ! 

kills.  H.  Pretty  innocence  ! 

Toxy\  I’m  sure  I  always  loved  Cousin  Con’s  hazel  eyes,  and  lier 
pretty  long  fingers,  that  she  twists  this  way  and  that,  over  the 
harpsicholls,  like  a  parcel  of  bobbins. 

Mrs.  II.  Ah,  he  would  charm  the  bird  from  the  tree.  I  was  never 
so  happy  before.  My  boy  takes  after  Ids  father,  poor  Mr.  Lumpkin, 
exactly.  The  jewels,  my  dear  Con,  shall  be  yours  incontinently — 
you  shall  have  them.  Isn’t  he  a  sweet  boy,  my  dear?  You  sfiall 
be  married  to-morrow,  and  we’U  put  off  the  rest  of  his  education, 
like  Dr.  Drowsy’s  sermons,  to  a  fitter  opportunity. 


Enter  Dig  gory,  l. 

Dig.  Where’s  the  ’squire  ?  I  have  got  a  letter  for  your  worship. 

Toxy.  Give  it  to  my  mamma ;  she  reads  all  my  letters  first. 

Dig.  I  had  orders  to  deliver  it  into  your  own  hands. 

Toxw.  Who  does  it  come  from  ? 

Dig.  Your  worship  mim  ask  that  o’  the  letter  itself. 

Toxy.  I  could  wish  to  know  it,  though  {turning  the  letter  and 
/  gazing  on  it)  ^  Exit  Diggory,  l. 

/.  Miss  N.  {i^Mid~e)  Undone,  undone!  A  letter  to  him  from 
Hastings — I  know  the  hand.  If  my  aunt  sees  it,  we  are  ruined  for 
ever.  I’ll  keep  her  emxdoyed  a  little,  if  I  can.-^Yc  Mrs.  IIari'- 
castle)  But  I  have  not  told  you,  madam,  of  my  cousin’s  smart 
answer  just  now  to  Mr.  Marlow.  We  so  laughed.  You  mint 
know,  madam — this  way  a  little,  for  he  must  not  hear  us  {they  go  c  .t*-- 
up)  the  stage  and  talk). 

1.  Toxy.  {still  gazing)  A  damned  cramp  piece  of  penmanship  as  ever 
g  I  saw  in  my  life.  I  can  read  your  print  hand  very  well,  but  hem 

C  there  are  such  handles,  and  shanks,  and  dashes,  that  one  can  scariaj 

tell  the  head  from  the  tail.  “To  Anthony  Lumpkin,  Esq”  It’s 
very  odd,  I  can  read  the  outside  of  my  letters,  where  my  own  nnnn; 
is,  well  enough,  but  when  I  come  to  open  it,  it  is  all — buzz.  Thaf.s 
E 
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Uard,  veiy  liard  ;  for  the  inside  of  the  letter  is  al^aj^s  the  cream  of 
tlio  correspondence. 

Mrs.  it.  Ha,  ha,  ha ! — very  -vrell,  very  well.  And  so  1113'  son 
was  too  hard  for  the  jdiilosopher  (^nside  to  Miss  N.) 

Miss  N.  Yes,  madam;  Lnt  3’on  must  hear  the  rest,  madam.  A 
little  more  this  wa}',  or  he  nia3"  hear  iis.  Aeon’ll  hear  how  he 
puzzled  him  again  (oside  to  Mrs.  H.) 

Mrs.  it.  He  seems  strangeH  puzzled  now  liimseK,  methinks 
aside  to  Miss  N. ) 

.  » -  IV'  Tony,  (l.,  still  gazing)  A  confounded  up  and  down  hand,  as  if  it 
Avas  disguised  in  liquor.  {Reading)  ^‘Dear  Sir  ay,  that’s  that: 

Then  there’s  an  M,  and  a  T,  and  a  S ;  but  whether  the  next  be  an 
izzard  or  a  E,  confound  me,  I  cannot  tell. 

Mrs.  H.  (c.)  A\Tiat’s  that,  1113’'  dear?  Can  I  give  3^ou  anv 
assistance  ?  j 

Miss  N.  (r.)  Pra3,  aunt,  let  me  read  it.  Nobod3^  reads  a  crami') 
hand^  better  than  I  {twitching  the  letter  from  her).  T)o  3^011  kiiOAA' 

Avlio  it  is  from  ? 

Tony.  Can’t  tell,  except  from  Dick  Ginger,  the  feeder, 
r  .Vv  lo^  MissN.  Ay,  so  it  is.  {Rretending  to  read)  Dear ’Squire —Hoimig 

that  3’ou’re  in  health,  as  I  am  at  present.  The  gentlemen  of  the 
Shake  Bag  Club  has  cut  the  gentlemen  of  the  Goose  Green  quite  out 

of  feather .  The  odds — um — odd  battle — um — long  fighting — um _ ’  ’ 

lieie,  heie,  it  s  all  about  cocks  and  fighting;  it’s  of  no  consequence; 

^  — here,  put  it  iq),  put  it  up  {thrusting  the  crumpled  letter  upon  him). 

Tony.  But  I  tell  3"ou,  miss,  it’s  of  all  the  consequence  in  the 
world.  I  would  not  lose  the  rest  of  it  for  a  guinea.  Here,  mother,Cr£?'-^  ’■ 
do  3'ou  make  it  out.  Of  no  consequence !  {giving  Mrs.  Hard-  ' 
CASTLE  the  letter) 

Mrs.  H.  How’s  this?  {reads)  ‘‘Dear  ’Squire, — I’m  now  waiting 
for  Miss  NeviUe,  with  a  post  chaise  and  pair,  at  the  bottom  of  the 
garden ;  but  I  find  my  horses  yet  unable  to  perform  the  journey. 

1  expect  you’ll  assist  us  with  a  pair  of  fresh  horses,  as  3^ou  promised. 
Despatch  is  necessaiy,  as  the  hag” — ay  ! — ‘Ghe  hag,  your  mother, 

.  !  will  otherwise  suspect  us.  Yours,  Hastings.”  Grant  me  patience  ! 

I  shall  run  distracted  !  my  rage  chokes  me  ! 

^  madam,  you’ll  suspend  3'our  resentment  for 

'  a  few  moments,  and  not  impute  to  me  aiq^  impertinence  or  sinister 

designs  that  belong  to  another. 

Mrs.  H.  {ci.  curtseying  very  low)  Eine-spoken,  madam;  3'ou  are 
most  niiraculousl3"  polite  an  cl  engaging,  and  quite  the  veiw  pink  of 
courtesy  and  circumspection,  madnin.  ( Changing  her  tone)  knd  3*011, 

■^•’.7011  great  ill-fashioned  oaf,  with  scarce  sense  enough  to  keep  your 

mouth  sliut,  were  you,  too,  joined  against  me?  ^But  I’ll  defeat  aU  K 
3'our  plots  in  a  moment.  for  3*011,  madam,  since  3mu  have  got  a 
pair  of  fresh  horses  realty,  it  would  be  cruel  to  disajipoint  them ;  so, 
if  you  please,  instead  of  running  away  with  3*0111’  spark,  prepare^ 
this  very  moment,  to  run  off  with  me.  Your  old  Aunt  Pedigree  will 
l<('e])  you  secure.  I’ll  warrant  me.  Y’oii  too,  sir,  may  mount  3*0111' 
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horse,  and  guard  us  upon  the  way.  Here,  Thomas,  Eoger,  Diggory. 

{<1,  I’ll  show  you  that  I  wish  you  better  than  you  do  yourselves. 

E. 

Miss  N.  So,  now  I’m  completely  ruined.  / 

Tony.  Ay,  that’s  a  sure  thing. 

Miss  N.  What  bettor  could  be  expected  from  being  connected 
with  such  a  stupid  fool,  and  after  all  the  nods  and  signs  I  made  him  ■! 

Tony.  By  the  laws,  miss,  it  was  your  own  cleverness,  and  not  my 
stupidity,  that  did  your  business.  You  were  so  nice  and  so  busy 
with  your  Shake  Bags  and  Groose  Greens,  that  I  thought  you  could 
never  be  making  believe. 

Enter  Hastings,  l. 

Hast.  So,  sir,  I  find  by  my  servant  that  you  have  shown  ni}' 
letter  and  betrayed  us.  Was  this  well  done,  young  gentleman  '? 

Tony.  Here’s  another.  Ask  miss  there  who  betrayed  3'ou. 
Ecod,  it  was  her  doing,  not  mine.  {Seats  himself  on  the  talle.) 

Enter  Maelow,  e. 

Mae.  So,  I  have  been  finely  used  here  among  you.  Eendered 
contemptible,  driven  into  ill-manners,  despised,  insulted,  laughed  at. 

Tony.  Here’s  another.  We  shall  have  old  Bedlam  broke  loose 
presently. 

Miss  N.  And  there,  sir,  is  the  gentleman  to  whom  we  all  owe 
every  obligation. 

Mae.  A^^at  can  I  say  to  him,  a  mere  boy,  an  idiot,  whose  igno¬ 
rance  and  age  are  a  protection. 

Hast.  A  poor  contemptible  booby,  that  woidd  but  disgrace  correc¬ 
tion. 

Miss  N.  Yet  with  cunning  and  malice  enough  to  make  himself 
merry  with  all  our  embarrassments. 

Hast.  An  insensible  cub. 

Mae.  Eeplete  with  tricks  and  mischief. 

Tony.  Baw!  {starts  up)  damme,  but  I’ll  fight  you  both,  one  after 
the  other — with  baskets. 

Mae.  As  for  him,  he’s  below  resentment ;  but  your  conduct,  Mr. 
Hastings,  requires  an  explanation.  You  knew  of  my  mistakes,  yet 
would  not  undeceive  me. 

Hast.  Tortured  as  I  am  with  my  own  disappointment,  is  this  a 
time  for  explanations  ?  It  is  not  friendly,  Mr.  Marlow. 

Mae.  But,  sir - 

Miss  N.  Mr.  Marlow,  we  never  kept  on  your  mistake,  till  it  was 
too  late  to  undeceive  you.  Be  pacified. 

Enter  Diggoey,  e. 

Hig.  My  mistress  desires  you’ll  get  ready  immediately,  madam. 
The  horses  are  putting  to.  Your  hat  and  things  are  in  the  next 
room.  We  are  to  go  thirty  miles  before  morning.  Exit,  e. 
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Miss  N.  I  come.  Oli,  Mr.  Marlow,  if  you  Iciiew  Mpat  a  scene  of 
constraint  and.  ill-nature  lies  Ijefore  me,  I4n  sure  it  would  convert 
your  resentment  into  pity. 

Mrs.  H.  (r.  tcithin)  Miss  Neville  !  Constance  !  why,  Constance, 
I  say ! 

]\iiss  N.  I  111  coming.  ell,  constancy.  Roniember,  constancy 
is  the  word.  " 

Hast.  My  heart,  liow^  can  I  support  this  ?  To  he  so  near 
happiness,  and  such  happiness. 

Mar.  {to  Tony)  You  see  now,  young  gentleman,  the  effects  of 
jour  follj  .  iiat  mig’ht  he  amusement  to  j^ou  is  here  disapiioint- 
ment,  and  even  distress. 

Tony,  {from  a  reverie)  Ecod,  I  have  hit  it! — it’s  here.  Your 
hands  :  yours,  and  yonrs,  my  poor  Sulky.  Meet  me  two  hours 
hence  at  the  hottoin  of  the  garden ;  and  if  you  don’t  find  Tony 
Lumpkin  a  more  good-natured  fellow  than  you  thought  for,  I’ll 
give  jou  lpa\e  to  take  my  host  horse  and  Pet  Pouncer  into  the 
hargain.  Come  along. 

Exemit  Tony,  r.,  Marlow  and  Hardcastle,  l. 

END  OF  ACT  II. 

(If  performed  in  Five  Acts,  the  Fourth  ends  here.) 


ACT  III. 

Scene  l.Same  as  before. 

Enter  Hardcastle  and  Sir  Charles  Marlow,  r. 

,  Hard.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  The  peremptory  tone  in  which  he  sent  forth 
ins  sublime  commands. 

Sill  C.  And  the  reserye  with  which,  I  .suppose,  he  treated  all 
yonr  advances. 

Hard.  Arid  yet  he  might  have  seen  something  in  me  above  a 
common  innkeeiier,  too. 

SirC.  les  Dick  hut  he  mistook  you  for  an  uncommon  inn¬ 
keeper — ha,  ha,  ha! 

_  Hard.  Well,  I’m  in  too  good  spirits  to  think  of  anvthing  but 
.Py-  ies,  my  dear  friend,  this  union  of  our  families  will  make 
our  personal  friendships  hereditary;  and  though  my  daughter’s 
fortune  is  hut  small -  ^ 

Sir  C.  AYhy,  Dick,  will  you  talk  of  fortune  to  me  ?  iMy  son  is 
possessed  of  more  than  a  competence  already,  and  can  want  nothino. 
but  a  good  and  virtuous  girl  to  share  his  happiness  and  increase 
It.  li  they  like  each  otlier,  as  you  say  they  do _ 

Hard.  If,  man  !  I  tell  you  they  do  like  each  other — my  daim-hter 
as  good  as  told  me  so. 
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Sir  C.  But  girls  nro  apt  to  flatter  tlioniselvos,  you  know. 

Hard.  I  saw  liiin  grasp  lier  liaiid  in  tlie  warmest  iiianiior  myself  ; 
and  liere  lie  comes  to  put  you  out  of  your  ifs,  I  warrant  linn. 

Enter  Marlow,  l. 

Mar.  I  come,  sir,  once  more,  to  ask  pardon  for  my  strange  con¬ 
duct.  I  can  scarce  reflect  on  my  insolence  witliout  confusion. 

Hard.  Tut,  boy,  a  trifle  {shahes  lianch  with  him).  You  take  it  too 
gravely.  An  hour  or  two’s  laughing  with  my  daughter  will  set  all 
to  rights  again ; — she’ll  never  like  you  the  worse  for  it. 

Mar.  Sir,  I  shall  be  always  proud  of  her  approbation. 

Hard.  Approbation  is  but  a  cold  word,  Mr.  Marlow.  If  I  am  not 
deceived,  you  have  something  more  than  approbation  thereabouts. 
You  take  me. 

Mar.  Eeally,  sir,  I  Iiave  not  that  happiness. 

Hard.  Come,  bo}^  I’m  an  old  fellow,  and  know  what’s  what,  as 
well  as  you  that  are  younger.  I  know  what  has  passed  between 
you  ;  but  mum. 

Mar.  Sure,  sir,  nothing  has  passed  between  us  but  the  most 
Xirofouiid  respect  on  my  side  and  the  most  distant  reserve  on  her’s. 
You  don’t  think,  sir,  that  my  impudence  has  been  passed  upon  all 
the  rest  of  the  family. 

Hard.  Impudence?  No,  I  don’t  say  that — not  quite  impudence. 
Girls  like  to  be  played  with,  and  rumpled  too  sometimes.  But 
she  has  told  no  tales  I  assure  you. 

Mar.  May  I  die,  sir,  if  I  ever — 

Hard.  I  tell  jmu  she  don’t  dislike  you ;  and  as  I’m  sure  you 
like  her — 

Mae.  Dear  sir,  I  protest,  sir — 

Hard.  I  see  no  reason  why  you  should  not  be  joined  as  fast  as 
the  parson  can  tie  you. 

Mar.  But  why  won’t  you  hear  me?  By  all  that’s  just  and  true, 
I  never  gave  Miss  Hardcastle  the  slightest  mark  of  my  attachment, 
or  even  the  most  distant  hint  to  suspect  me  of  affection.  We  had 
but  one  interview,  and  that  was  formal,  modest,  and  uninteresting. 

Hard.  This  fellow’s  formal,  modest  impudence  is  beyond 
bearing  {aside). 

Sir  C.  And  you  never  grasped  her  hand,  or  made  any  pro¬ 
testations. 

Mar.  As  heaven  is  my  witness,  I  came  down  in  obedience  to  your 
commands.  I  saw  the  lady  without  emotion  and  j)arted  without 
reluctance.  I  hope  you’ll  exact  no  further  proofs  of  my  duty,  nor 
prevent  me  from  leaving  a  house  in  which  I  suffer  so  many 
mortifications.  Exit,  l. 

Sir  C.  I’m  astonished  at  the  air  of  sincerity  with  which  he 
parted. 

Hard.  And  I’m  astonished  at  the  deliberate  intrepidity  of  his 
assurance. 

Sir  0.  I  dare  pledge  my  life  and  honour  upon  his  truth. 
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Hard.  Here  comes  my  daiigliter,  and  I  would  stake  my  liapioiness 
upon  lier  veracity. 


Enter  Miss  Hardcastle,  r. 

Kate,  come  liitlier,  cliild  {she  erosaes,  c.)  Answer  us  sincerely, 
and  without  reserve ;  has  Mr.  Marlow  made  you  any  ^irofessions  of 
love  and  affection  ? 

Miss  H.  The  question  is  very  abrupt,  sir,  but  since  you  require 
unreserved  sincerity,  I  think  he  has. 

Hard,  {to  Sir  C.)  A"ou  see. 

Sir  C.  (r.)  And  pray,  madam,  have  you  and  my  son  had  more  than 
one  interview  ? 

Miss  H.  Yes,  sir,  several. 

Hard,  {to  Sir  C.)  You  see. 

Sir  C.  But  did  he  profess  any  attachment  ? 

Miss  H.  A  lasting  one. 

Sir  C.  Hid  he  talk  of  love  ? 

Miss  H.  Much,  sir. 

Sir  C.  Amazing  !  and  all  this  formally  ? 

Miss  H.  Formally. 

Hard,  (l.)  Now,  my  friend,  I  hope  you  are  satisfied. 

Sir  C.  And  how  did  he  behave,  madam  ? 

Miss  H.  As  most  professed  admirers  do.  Said  some  civil  things 
of  niy  fcico,  to^lkocl  niucli  of  his  Wcint  of  iiiGrit,  ciiid  tlio  gToatnoss  of 
mine  ;  mentioned  his  heart,  gave  a  short  tragedy  sjieech,  and  ended 
with  ]iretended  rapture. 

Sir  C.  Now  I  m  perfectly  convinced  indeed.  I  know  his  con¬ 
versation  aniong  women  to  be  modest  and  submissive.  This 
forward,  canting’,  ranting  manner  by  no  means  describes  him,  and 
I’m  confident  he  never  sat  for  the  picture. 

Miss  H.  Then  what  sir,  if  I  should  convince  you  to  your  face  of 
my  sincerity  ?  If  you  and  my  papa,  in  about  half  an  hour,  will 
place  yourselves  behind  that  screen,  you  shall  hear  him  declare  his 
passion  to  me  in  person. 

Sir  C.  Agreed.  And  if  I  find  him  what  you  describe,  all  my 
happiness  in  him  must  have  an  end. 

.  Exeunt  Hardcastle  and  Sir  Charles,  r. 

Iiss  H.  And  if  you  don  t  find  him  what  I  describe,  I  fear  my 
happiness  must  never  have  a  beginning.  Exit,  l 


ScEiiE  II. — The  Bach  of  the  Garden. 

Enter  Hastit^gs,  l. 

Hast.  Wliat  an  idiot  am  I,  to  wait  here  for  a  fellow  who  probably 
takes  a  delight  in  mortifying  me.  He  never  intended  to  be  punc¬ 
tual,  and  I’ll  wait  no  longer.  What  do  I  see?  It  is  he  and 
perhaps  with  news  of  my  Constance.  ’ 
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Enter  Tony,  hooted  and  f^imttered,  l.  ii.  e. 

^ly  honest  ’squire !  I  now  find  you  a  man  of  your  word.  Tins  looks 

like  friendship.  ^  i  •  x-u 

Tony.  Ay,  I’m  your  friend,  and  the  best  friend  you  have  in  tne 

world,  if  you  knew  hut  all.  This  riding-  by  night,  by-the-bye,  is 
cursedly  tiresome.  It  has  shook  me  worse  than  the  basket  o  a 
stcl/^0  COctcll 

Hast.  But  how— where  did  you  leave  your  fellow  travellers? 

Are  they  in  safety  ?  Are  they  housed  ? 

Tony.  Eive-and-twenty  miies  in  two  hours  and  a  half  is  no  such 
bad  driving.  The  poor  beasts  have  smoked  for  it.  Eabbet  me,  but 
I’d  rather  ride  forty  miles  after  a  fox  than  ten  with  such  varmint. 

Hast.  AVell,  but  where  have  you  left  the  ladies?  I  die  with 
impatience. 

Tony.  Left  them  ?  AVliy,  where  should  I  leave  them,  but  wlieit' 

I  found  them  ? 

Hast.  This  is  a  riddle. 

Tony.  Piddle  me  this,  then.  What’s  that  goes  round  the  house- 
and  round  the  house,  and  never  touches  the  house  ? 

Hast.  I’m  stiU  astray. 

Tony.  Why,  that’s  it,  mun.  I  have  led  them  astray.  By  jingo  . 
there’s  not  a  pond  or  slough  within  five  miles  of  the  place  but  they 
(?an  tell  the  taste  of. 

Hast.  Ha,  ha,  had  I  understand;  you  took  them  in  a  round, 
wliile  they  supposed  themselves  going  forward.  And  so  you  liavc 

at  last  brought  them  home  again. 

Tony.  You  shall  hear.  I  first  took  them  down  Eeatherbed  Lane, 
where  we  stuck  fast  in  the  mud.  I  then  rattled  them  crack  over 
the  stones  of  Hp-and-down  Hill.  I  then  introduced  them  to  the 
gibbet  on  Heavy-tree  Heath,  and  from  that,  with  a  circum¬ 
bendibus,  I  fairly  lodged  them  in  the  horse-pond  at  the  bottom  of 
the  garden. 

Hast.  But  no  accident,  I  hope  ? 

Tony.  No,  no;  only  mother  is  confoundedly  frightened.  Sh(' 
thinks  herself  forty  miles  off.  She’s  sick  of  the  journey,  and  tin- 
cattle  can  scarce  crawl.  So  if  your  own  horses  be  ready,  you  may 
whip  off  Avith  cousin,  and  I’ll  be  bound  that  no  soul  here  can  budge 
a  foot  to  follow  you. 

Hast.  My  dear  friend,  how  can  I  be  grateful  ? 

Tony.  Av,  now  it’s  dear  friend,  noble  ’squire.  Just  now  it  was 
all  idiot,  cub,  and  run  me  through  the  body.  Hang  your  way  of 
fiohting,  I  say.  After  Ave  take  a  knock  in  this  part  of  the  country, 
we  shake  hands  and  be  friends  ;  but  if  you  had  run  me  through, 
then  I  should  be  dead,  and  you  might  go  shake  hands  Avith  tin- 
hangman. 

Hast.  The  rebuke  is  just.  But  I  must  hasten  to  relieve  Miss 
Neville  ;  if  you  keep  the  old  lady  employed,  I  promise  to  take  car(' 
of  the  young  one.  Exit,  l.  1  e. 
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Tony.  Never  fear  me.  Here  slie  comes.  YanisE !  She’s  got 
into  tlie  pond,  and  is  draggled  np  to  the  waist  like  a  mermaid. 


Enter  Mrs.  Hardcastle,  l.  u.  e. 


Mrs.  H.  Oh,  Tony,  I’m  killed— sliook— battered  to  death !  I 
shall  never  survive  it.  That  last  jolt  that  laid  ns  against  the  quick- 
set  hedge  has  done  my  business. 

IoN\.^  Alack,  mamma,  it  was  all  your  own  fault.  You  avouIcI  be 
for  running  aw'ay  by  night,  without  knowing  one  inch  of  the  way. 

Mrs.  H.  I  wish  we  were  at  home  again.  I  never  met  so  many 
accidents  in  so  short  a  journey.  Drenched  in  the  mud,  overturned 
in  a  ditch,  stuck  fast  in  a  slough,  j  olted  to  a  j  elly,  and  at  last  to  lose 
our  way.  Whereabouts  do  you  think  Ave  are,  Tony  ? 

^  ToiNY.  By  my  guess  we  shoidd  be  upon  OracksImU  Common, 
about  iorty  miles  from  home. 

Mrs.  H.  0  lud,  0  lud  1  the  most  notorious  spot  in  all  the 
conntry.  We  only  want  a  robbery  to  make  a  complete  night  on’t. 

^  Tony.  Don’t  be  afraid,  mamma,  don’t  be  afraid.  Taa’o  of  the  five 
tiiat^  kept  here  are  hanged,  and  the  other  three  may  not  find  us. 
Don’t  be  afraid.  Is  that  a  man  galloping  behind  us?  No-  it’s 
only  a  tree.  Don’t  be  afraid. 

Mrs.  H.  The  fright  will  certainly  kill  me. 

Toni  .  Do  you  see  anything-  like  a  black  hat  moving  behind  the 
tiiicket  ? 


Mrs.  H.  0,  dear  ! 

Tony.  No;  it’s  only  a  cow.  Don’t  be  afraid,  mamma — don’t  be 

tiirciiCL. 

]\Hs.  II.  As  I  m  alNe,  Tony,  I  see  a  man  coming  towards  us — 
I  III  sure  on  t ;  If  he  perceives  us  we  are  undone. 

_  loNY.  I  atlier-in-law,  by  all’s  that’s  unlucky,  come  to  take  one  of 
Ins  night  Avalks  {cmde). — Ah,  it’s  a  highwayman  with  pistols  asloiio- 
as  my  arm.  A  great  tall  ill-looking  fellow.  ^ 

Mrs.  H.  Grood  heaven  defend  us  !  lie  approaches. 

Tony.  Do  you  hide  yourself  in  that  thicket,  and  leave  me  to 
manage  him.  If  there  be  any  danger,  I’ll  cough  and  cry  hem 

\Vhen  I  cougli,  be  sure  to  keep  close.  (Mrs.  H.  liides  behind  a  tree 
in  the  back  scene.) 


Enter  Hardcastle,  r.  1.  e. 


^  mistaken,  or  I  heard  voices  of  people  in  want  of  helii 
O,  Tony,  Is  that  you  ?  I  did  not  expect  you  so  soon  back.  Are 
your  mother  and  her  charge  in  safety  ? 

Tony  Very  safe,  sir,  at  my  Aunt  lYdigree’s.  Hem  !  ( Coughs.) 

Mrs.  H.  {fi  oni  behuid)  Ah,  dear ! — I  find  there’s  danger. 

Hard.  Forty  miles  in  three  hours;  sure  that’s  too  much  mv 
youngster.  ’  ^ 

Tony.  Stout  liorses  and  willing  minds  make  short  journevs  as 
they  say.  Hem!  {Coughs.)  ’ 
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]\[rs.  H.  (^from  heliind)  Sure  lie’ll  do  tlie  dear  boy  no  liarin. 

Hard.  But  I  beard  a  voice  liere  ;  I  sbould  be  glad  to  know  from 
whence  it  came. 

Toxy.  It  was  I,  sir ; — talking  to  myself,  sir.  I  was  saying  that 
forty  miles  in  three  hours  was  very  good  going.  Hem !  As  to  be 
sure  it  was.  Hem !  I  have  got  a  sort  of  cold  by’  being  out  in  the 
air.  We’ll  go  ill,  if  you  please.  Hem!  {cowjliing  each  time) 

Hard.  But  if  you  talked  to  yourself,  you  did  not  answer 
yourself.  I  am  certain  I  heard  two  voices,  and  am  resolved  )ram7ig 
his  voice)  to  find  the  other  out. 

Mrs.  H.  {^rushing  forward,  c.)  0  hid,  he’ll  murder  my  poor  boy — 
my  darling !  Here,  good  gentleman,  whet  your  rage  upon  me. 
Take  my  money,  my  life,  but  spare  that  young  gentleman,  spare 
my  child,  if  you  have  any  mercy. 

Hard,  (r.)  My  wife,  as  I’m  a  Christian  I  Prom  whence  can  she 
come,  or  what  does  she  mean  ! 

Mrs.  H.  {Jcneeling)  Take  compassion  on  us,  good  Mr.  Ilighway- 
maii ;  take  our  money,  our  watches,  all  we  have,  but  spare  our  lives. 
Wo  will  never  bring  you  to  justice,  indeed  we  won’t,  good  Mr. 
Highwayman. 

Hard.  I  believe  the  woman’s  out  of  her  senses.  What,  Dorothy, 
don’t  you  know  me  ? 

Mrs.  H.  Mr.  Hardcastle,  as  I’m  alive !  My  fears  blinded  me. 
But  who,  my  dear,  could  have  expected  to  meet  you  here,  in  this 
frightfid  place,  so  far  from  home  ?  What  has  brought  you  to 
follow  us  ? 

Hard.  Sure,  Dorothy,  you  have  not  lost  your  wits.  ‘‘  So  far 
from  home,”  when  j^ou  are  within  forty  yards  of  your  own  door. 
— [To  Toxy)  This  is  one  of  your  old  tricks,  you  graceless  rogue  you. 
— {To  Mrs.  H.)  Don’t  you  know  the  gate  and  the  mulberry  tree  ;  and 
don’t  you  remember. the  horse-pond,  my  dear? 

Mrs.  H.  A’es,  I  shall  remember  the  horse-pond  as  long  as  I  live  ; 
I  have  caught  my  death  in’t. — [To  Tony)  And  is  it  to  you,  you 
graceless  varlet,  I  owe  all  this?  I’ll  teach  you  to  abuse  your 
mother. 

Tony.  Ecod,  mother,  all  the  parish  say  you  have  spoiled  me,  and 
so  you  may  take  the  fruits  on’t. 

Mrs.  H.  I’ll  spoil  you,  I  will.  [Beats  him  round  and  off,  r.) 

Hard.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  Exit,  r. 

Scene  III. — A  Parlour. 

Enter  Sir  Charles  Marlow  and  Miss  Hardcastle,  l. 

Sir  C.  Wliat  a  situation  am  I  in !  If  what  you  say  appears,  I 
shall  then  find  a  guilty  son.  If  what  he  says  be  true,"l  shall  then 
lose  one  that,  of  all  others,  I  most  wished  for — a  daughter. 

Miss  H.  I  am  proud  of  your  approbation,  and  to  show  I  merit  it, 
if  you  place  yourselves  as  I  directed,  3’ou  shall  hear  his  explicit 
declaration.  But  he  comes. 
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Sir  C.  I’ll  to  your  father,  and  kee^i  him  to  the  ajipoiiitment. 

Exit,  R. 

Enter  Marlow,  l. 

Mar,  Tliough  prepared  for  setting  out,  I  come  once  more  to  take 
leave ;  nor  did  I,  till  this  moment  know  the  pain  I  feel  in  the 
separation. 

Miss  H.  {in  her  own  natural  manner)  I  helieve  these  sufferings 
cannot  be  very  great,  sir,  Avhich  you  can  so  easily  remove.  A  day 
or  two  longer,  jierhajis,  might  lessen  your  uneasiness,  by  shewing 
the  little  value  of  what  you  now  think  proper  to  regret. 

Mar.  This  girl  every  moment  improves  upon  me  {aside). — It  must 
not  be,  madam.  I  have  already  trifled  too  long  with  my  heart ;  my 
very  pride  begins  to  submit  to  my  passion  ;  and  nothing  can  restore 
me  to  myself  but  this  painful  effort  of  resolution. 

Miss  H.  Then  go,  sir.  I’ll  urge  nothing  more  to  detain  j’-ou. 
Though  my  family  be  as  good  as  her’s  you  came  down  to  visit,  and 
my  education  I  hope  not  inferior,  what  are  these  advantages  without 
eqiial  affluence  ?  I  must  remain  contented  with  the  slight  approbation 
of  imputed  merit ;  I  must  have  only  the  mockery  of  your  addresses, 
while  all  your  serious  aims  are  fixed  on  fortune. 


Enter  IIardcastle  and  Sir  Charles  Marlow,  r.  u.  e. 

^  Mar.  By  lieaven,  madam,  fortune  was  ever  my  smallest  con¬ 
sideration.  Amur  beauty  at  first  caught  my  eye,  for  who  could  se(' 
that  without  emotion !  But  every  moment  that  I  converse  with 
you  steals  in  some  new  grace,  heightens  the  picture,  and  gives  it 
stronger  expression.  What  at  first  seemed  rustic  plainness  now 
appears  refined  simplicity.  What  seemed  forward  assurance  now 
strikes  me  as  the  result  of  courageous  innocence  and  conscious 
virtue.  I’m  now  determined  to  sta}^,  madam,  and  I  have  too  good 
an  opinion  of  my  father’s  discernment,  when  he  sees  you,  to  doubt 
liis  approbation. 

Miss  H.  Sir,  I  must  entreat  you’ll  desist.  As  our  acquaintance 
began,  so  let  it  end,  in  indifference.  I  might  have  given  an  houi- 
or  two  t©  levity,  but  seriously,  Mr.  Marlow,  do  you  think  I  could 
ever  submit  to  a  connection  where  I  must  appear  mercenary  and 
you  imprudent  ?  Do  you  think  I  could  ever  catch  at  the  confident 
address  of  a  secure  admirer  ? 

Mar.  {hieeling)  Does  this  look  like  security?  Does  this  loolc 
like  confidence?  No,  madam,  every  moment  that  shews  me  your 
merit  only  serves  to  incu’ease  my  diffidence  and  confusion.  Here' 
let  me  continue — 

Sir  C.  I  can  hold  it  no  longer.  {Coming  forward,  c.)  Charles, 
Charles,  how  have  you  deceived  me  !  Is  this  your  indifference, 
your  uninteresting  conversation  ? 

Hard.  (r.  c.)  Your  cold  contempt?  your  formal  interview? 
What  have  you  to  say  now  ? 
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j\[ar.  That  I’m  all  amazement !  AVhat  can  it  mean  ? 

Hard.  It  means  that  you  can  say  and  unsay  things  at  pleasure. 
That  you  can  address  a  lady  in  private  and  deny  it  in  public  ;  that 
you  have  one  story  for  us  and  another  for  my  daughter. 

M  AR.  Daughter  ! — this  lady  your  daughter  ? 

Hard.  Yes,  sir,  my  only  daughter,  my  Kate.  Whose  else  should 
she  he  ? 

Mar.  Oh,  the  devil  I 

Miss  H.  Yes,  sir,  that  very  identical,  tall,  squinting  lady  you 
were  pleased  to  take  me  for  {curtseying).  She  that  you  addressed 
as  the  mild,  modest,  sentimental  man  of  gravity,  and  the  hold, 
forward,  agreeable  Eattle  of  the  Ladies’  Club — ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Mak.  Zounds  !  there’s  no  bearing  this. 

Miss  H.  In  which  of  your  characters,  sir,  will  you  give  us  leave 
to  address  you  ?  As  the  faltering  gentleman,  with  looks  on  the 
ground,  that  speaks  just  to  be  heard,  and  hates  hypocrisy ;  or  the 
loud,  confident  creature,  that  keeps  it  up  with  Mrs.  Mantrap  and 
old  Miss  Biddy  Buckskin  till  three  in  the  morning — ha,  ha,  ha ! 
{Jlimics  him.) 

Mar.  Oh,  curse  on  my  noisy  head !  I  never  attempted  to  be 
impudent  yet,  that  I  was  not  taken  down.  I  must  be  gone. 

Hard.  By  the  hand  of  my  body,  but  you  shall  not.  I  see  it  was 
all  a  mistake  and  I  am  rejoiced  to  find  it.  You  shall  not,  sir,  I  tell 
you — I  know  she’ll  forgive  you,  Won’t  you  forgive  him,  Kate? 
'We’ll  all  forgive  you.  Take  courage,  man.  {They  retire,  she  tor¬ 
menting  him,  to  the  hach  scene.) 

Enter  Mrs.  Hardcastle  and  Tony,  l. 

Mrs.  H.  So,  so,  they’re  gone  off.  Let  them  go — I  care  not. 
{crossing  to  r.) 

Hard.  Who’s  gone  ? 

Mrs.  H.  My  dutiful  niece  and  her  gentleman,  Mr.  Hastings, 
from  Town.  He  who  came  down  with  our  modest  visitor  here. 

Sir  C.  Who  !  my  honest  George  Hastings  ?  As  worthy  a  fellow 
as  lives,  and  the  girl  could  not  have  made  a  more  prudent  choice. 

Hard.  Then  liy  the  hand  of  my  body,  I’m  proud  of  the  con¬ 
nection. 

Enter  Hastings  and  Miss  Neville,  l. 

Mrs.  H.  What,  returned  so  soon  ? — I  begin  not  to  like  it  {aside). 

Hast,  {to  Hardcastle)  For  my  late  attempt  to  fly  off  with  your 
niece,  let  my  present  confusion  be  my  punishment.  AVe  are  now 
come  back  to  appeal  from  your  justice  to  your  humanity.  By  her 
father’s  consent,  I  first  paid  her  my  addresses,  and  our  passions 
were  first  founded  in  duty. 

Miss  N.  Since  his  death  I  have  been  obliged  to  stoop  to  dissimu¬ 
lation  to  avoid  oppression.  In  an  hour  of  levity  I  was  ready  to 
give  up  my  fortune  to  secure  my  choice.  But  I’m  now  recovered 
from  the  delusion,  and  hope  from  your  tenderness  what  is  denied 
me  from  a  nearer  connection. 
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IIae-D.  Be  it  wliat  it  will,  I’m  glad  tlie}'  are  come  back  to  reclaim 
tlieir  due.  Come  liitlier,  Tony,  boy.  Do  you  refuse  this  lady’s 
hand  whom  I  now  offer  you  ? 

Tony,  (l.c.)  AVhat  signifies  my  refusing?  You  know  I  can’t 
refuse  her  till  I’m  of  age,  father. 

Hard.  AVhile  I  thought  concealing  ^miir  age,  boy,  was  likely  to 
conduce  to  your  improvement,  I  concurred  with  your  mother’s 
desire  to  keep  it  secret;  but  since  I  find  she  turns  it  to  a  wrong 
use,  I  must  now  declare  you  have  been  of  age  these  three  months. 

Tony.  Of  age  ;  am  I  of  age,  father  ? 

Hard.  Above  three  months. 

Tony.  Then  you’ll  see  the  first  use  I’ll  iiitike  of  my  liberty 
{taldncj  Miss  Neville’s  hand).  Witness  all  men,  by  these  presents, 
that  I,  Anthony  Lumpkin,  Esquire,  of  blank  place,  refuse  you, 
Constantia  Neville,  spinster,  of  no  place  at  all,  for  my  true  and 
lawful  Avife.  So  Constantia  Neville  may  many  whom  she  pleases, 
and  Tony  Lumpkin  is  his  own  man  again. 

Sir  C.  0,  brave  ’squire  ! 

Hast.  worthy  friend ! 

Mrs.  H.  My  undutiful  offspring !  {Beats  Ho'^Y  off,  Jj.) 

Mar.  Joy,  my  dear  George,  I  give  you  joy  sincerely.  And 
could  I  prevail  upon  my  little  truant  here  to  be  less  arbitrary,  I 
should  be  the  happiest  man  alive,  if  you  AA'Ould  return  me  the 
favour. 

Hast,  (to  Miss  Hardcastle)  Come,  madam,  you  are  now  driven 
to  the  very  last  scene  of  all  your  contrivances.  I  knoAV  you  like 
him,  I’m  sure  he  loves  you,  and  you  must  and^  shall  have  him. 

Hard,  (joining  their  hands')  And  I  say  so  too.  And,  Mr.  Marlow, 
if  she  makes  as  good  a  wife  as  she  has  a  daughter,  I  don’t  believe 
you’ll  ever  repent  your  bargain.  So  now  to  supper.  To-morroAv 
Ave  shall  gather  all  the  poor  of  the  parish  about  us,  and  the  mistakes 
of  the  night  shall  be  croAvned  with  a  merry  morning.  So,  boy, 
take  her  ;  and  as  you  liaA'e  been  mistaken  in  the  mistress,  my  wish 
is,  that  you  may  never  be  mistaken  in  the  wife. 

Miss  H.  Well,  having  stooped  to  conquer  Avith  success. 

And  gain’d  a  husband  without  aid  from  dress. 

Still,  as  a  barmaid,  I  could  wish  it  too. 

As  I  have  conquer’d  him  to  conquer  you. 

Sir  C.  Hard.  Miss  H.  Mar.  Miss  N.  Hast. 

R.  L. 
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EPILOGUE. 

By  Dr.  goldsmith. 


l^yELL,  having  stoop’d  to  conquer  ivith  success^ 
And  gain’d  a  husband  ^without  aid  from  dress  y 
Stilly  as  a  Barmaidy  I  could  wish  it  too^ 

As  I  have  conquer’d  him  to  cofiqtier  you  : 

And  let  me  sayy  for  all  your  resolutiony 
That  pretty  Barmaids  have  done  execution. 

Our  life  is  all  a  play,  compos’d  to  please y 
^AV'e  have  our  exits  and  our  entrances.” 

The  first  act  shews  the  simple  country  maid^ 
Harmless  and  youngy  of  ev  rything  afraid ; 

Blushes  when  hir’dy  and  with  unmeaiiing  actioUy 
I  hopes  as  how  to  give  you  satisfaction. 

Her  second  aEt  displays  a  lovelier  scene ^ - 

TV  unblushing  Barmaid  of  a  country  inn  : 

Who  whishs  about  the  house ^  at  market  caters y 
Talks  loudy  coquets  the  guests ^  and  scolds  the  waiters. 
Next  the  sc^ne  shifts  to  towiiy  and  there  she  soars y 
The  chop-house  toast  of  ogling  connoissieurs  : 

On  ’Squires  and  cits  she  there  displays  her  artSy 
And  on  the  gridirofi  broils  her  lovers’  hearts  ; 

And  as  she  smiles ^  her  triumph  to  complete , 

Even  Common  Councilme?i forget  to  eat. 

The  fourth  aci  shews  her  wedded  to  the  ’  Squire  y 
And  Madam  now  begins  to  hold  it  higher ; 

Pretends  to  tastOy  at  Operas  cries  caro, 

And  quits  her  Nancy  Dawson,  for  Che  Faro  ; 
Boats  upon  dancing,  and  in  all  her  pride 
Swims  round  the  room,  the  Hein  el  of  Cheapside  ; 
Ogles  and  leers  with  artificial  skill, 

Tilly  having  lost  in  age  the  power  to  killy 
She  sits  all  night  at  cards,  and  ogles  at  spadillcy 
Such,  thro’  our  lines  the  eventful  history. 

The  fifth  and  last  act  still  remains  for  me. 

The  Barmaid  now  for  your  protection  prays. 

Turns  Female  Barrister,  and  pleads  for  Ba\es. 
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